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/N  producing  this  issue  of  the  "Life"  those  in  charge  have  earnestly  desired 
to  include  in  it  as  much  material  representative  of  the  various  phases  of 
school  life  as  possible  and  yet  stay  within  the  limits  of  the  financial  means  of 
the  school.  They  have  also  clearly  seen  that  there  is  no  necessity  for  trying  to 
equal  in  volume  the  large  issues  of  past  Commencements. 

As  a  consequence,  our  endeavor  has  been  to  produce  a  book  which  con- 
tains quality  rather  than  quantity  and  which  eliminates  some  features  that  it 
is  quite  possible  to  get  along  without.  We  regret  not  being  able  to  use  some 
of  the  material  that  Was  prepared  but  for  which  there  was  no  room. 

We  hope  this  policy  will  cause  no  adverse  criticism  from  those  who 
expected  a  larger  issue  of  the  "Life,"  and  while  the  choice  of  material  may 
meet  with  disfavor  in  some  quarters,  our  efforts  to  produce  a  pleasing  result 
must  be  judged  by  the  merits  of  the  work  as  seen  by  the  reader  of  the  book- 

The  most  sincere  thanks  are  hereby  extended  to  all  those  who  aided  in 
producing  the  journal.  The  staff  has  worked  unselfishly  and  well  in  doing  its 
all-important  part.  The  faculty,  particularly  Misses  Boulware,  Jackson,  Class, 
Creig  and  Burns  and  Mr.  Heymann,  have  aided  invaluably  by  their  interest 
and  advice. 

To  the  printing  firm  of  Neal,  Stratford  &  Kerr  we  are  indebted  for  the 
quality  of  composition,  and  Mr.  Norton  of  that  firm  has  aided  very  materially 
by  his  personal  aid  and  advice. 

The  illustrations,  by  the  American  Engraving  Company,  have  been  done 
in  a  very  satisfactory  way,  and  we  extend  our  thanks  to  Mr.  Davis  for  his 
kindness  in  supervising  our  engraving  work- 

For  the  quality  of  the  photographic  work,  arid  for  the  excellent  treatment 
accorded  us,  we  extend  sincere  thanks  to  the  Johnson  Studio. 

The  appreciation  we  feel  for  all  this  work  's  no  empty  form,  and  comes 
straight  from  the  hearts  of  the 

Editor  and  Manager. 
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in  toJ^en  of  her  constant  efforts  in  be- 
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CLASS  HISTORY 

SLOWLY  but  surely  the  small  party  worked  its  way  up  the  last  stretch  of  the  difficult 
trail.  On  and  on  they  climbed  until  they  reached  the  summit  of  the  ridge.  There 
they  halted  and  read  the  directions  on  a  sign  post.  One  arm  pointed  to  one  of  the  two 
forks  of  the  trail,  and  its  sign  read,  "The  Trail  to  Success  via  University  Valley.  Trail 
is  in  good  condition  and  is  longer  than  the  other  trail  but  not  so  steep."  The  second 
pointed  to  the  other  fork  of  the  trail,  and  its  sign  read,  "The  Trail  to  Success  via  Expe- 
rience Ridge.     Trail  is  very  steep  and  is  difficult  in  some  places." 

Some  of  the  party  turned  their  eyes  from  the  sign  post  and  gazed  along  the  trail  via 
Experience  Ridge.  The  others  turned  theirs  toward  the  trail  via  University  Valley. 
Slowly  they  traced  the  trails  until  one  particular  spot  was  sighted.  Far  upon  the  peak 
of  a  lofty  mountain — higher  than  any  of  the  other  mountains — the  two  forks  again  joined 
and  ended  at  Success,  their  goal. 

The  leader  of  the  party  suggested  that  they  sit  down  and  talk  over  their  journey 
before  dividing.  All  sat  in  a  circle  and  a  thoughtful  silence  prevailed  for  a  time.  Then 
the  quiet  was  broken  by  a  small  faltering  voice  which  uncertainly  revived  the  memory  of 
the  first  lap  of  their  journey. 

"Remember  when  we  started  we  were  under  the  leadership  of  Francine  Artigues 
and  Gerald  Nauman,  who  led  us  through  strange  new  scenes  which  pleased  us  more  than 
anything  we  had  experienced  before.  Gee!  those  were  the  good  old  days!  Then  after 
placing  us  on  the  right  trail  Nauman  left  us  to  catch  up  with  his  own  party." 

"Yes,  then  we  elected  Lloyd  Johnson  to  guide  us  on  the  next  leg  of  the  journey," 
put  in  another  voice. 

"That  was  the  time  we  had  that  delightful  picnic  at  Pinehurst  as  the  guest  of " 

"Weren't  they  the  '  19J  girls  and  fellows?  Yes,  I'm  sure  of  it.  But,  do  you 
remember  the  Red  Cross  Bazaar  at  Lux  and  all  the  fun  we  had  there?"  said  another. 

Different  voices  continued  to  contribute  to  the  recollections. 

"We  stopped  at  Election  Inn  and  elected  Rose  Brown  and  Walt  Whitman  to  lead 
us.  Remember  when  they  took  us  over  that  by-path  to  Sophomore,  where  we  stopped 
for  a  dance  at  the  Wilmerding  Auditorium?     We  had  a  good  time  there,"  said  one. 

"But  do  you  remember  our  stunt  at  the  Lowell  rally?  I  never  laughed  so  much 
at  a  stunt  before." 

"Let's  see.     Who  was  it  that  took  the  leadership  next?"  queried  a  voice. 

"He  was  Archie  Hamilton.  That  was  the  part  of  the  journey  when  we  published 
our  class  paper,  'The  Twenty-One  Log',"  put  in  another. 

Half  the  journey  had  been  reviewed,  and  the  rest  was  much  clearer  in  the  memories 
of  the  travelers. 

"Gee!  we  started  off  at  a  lively  clip,  didn't  we?" 

"I'll  tell  the  world  we  had  a  hard  time  keeping  up  with  Louise  Valci  and  Lloyd 
Johnson." 

"Didn't  we  think  we  would  have  a  dandy  time  at  the  picnic  we  gave  the  Freshmen 
at " 

"Well  I  did  anyhow,"  interrupted  one.  "Just  because  the  lunch  didn't  show 
up " 
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"Aw,  we  couldn't  help  that!  But  what  made  me  disappointed  was  that  we  did  not 
give  a  Junior  farce,  to  say  nothing  of  a  Senior  play,"  added  another. 

"Yes,  that  was  really  too  bad.     Think  of  the  benefits  it  would  have  given  us." 

"We  missed  an  important  part  of  high  school  life  by  not  having  the  dramatic 
training,"  philosophized  another. 

"Gee!  Ed  Carney  surely  had  his  hands  full  keeping  us  on  the  right  trail  at  this 
time,  didn't  he?" 

"Yes,  but  we  weathered  that  difficult  stretch  and  we  made  fast  time  on  the  next  leg 
of  the  journey." 

"It  seems  but  yesterday  that  we  started  on  that  lap,  with  Grace  Allan  and  Grove 
Lawrence  to  lead  the  way,  and " 

One  of  the  party  eagerly  interrupted:  "The  Mid-Term  dance  was  great,  wasn't  it? 
It  went  over  with  a  bang,  all  right." 

"Yes,"  added  another,  "but  the  big  Holiday  Bazaar  was  the  greatest  time  we  ever 
had  in  the  school  building.     There  was  a  wonderful  time  that  night,  believe  me!" 

Now  they  had  come  to  the  crucial,  final  part  of  the  journey. 

"Archie  Hamilton  had  a  difficult  job  to  guide  us  through  High  Senior  Gorge,  but 
we  finally  arrived  here  at  Commencement  Ridge,"  slowly  spoke  one  of  the  party. 

"We  should  have  done  more  than  give  a  Theatre  Party  during  our  last " 

"Well,  we  had  to  cut  down  on  everything,  it  seemed.  Even  the  'Life'  was 
reduced  greatly  in  size.  We  had  a  fair  term,  anyhow,  and  I  think  we  got  quite  a  bit 
of  fun  out  of  it,  didn't  we?" 

"Yes,"  cheerfully  spoke  someone  else,  "and  our  friendships  were  sealed  fast  and 
strong  during  this  time.      This  will  do  us  a  world  of  good." 

Silence  fell  upon  the  party  for  a  short  time;  then,  realizing  that  all  had  been  said 
that  was  necessary,  they  decided  to  be  up  and  on  their  way.  Turning  their  backs  upon 
the  High  School  Training  Route,  they  faced  the  road  of  Future  Life,  and,  after  many  a 
farewell,  divided,  some  starting  toward  University  Valley,  others  taking  various  by-paths 
along  Experience  Ridge,  but  all  with  a  tender  memory  of  the  pleasures,  friends  and 
benefits  of  their  school  career. 


LUX  SPIRIT 

S»  MYRNA  RICHARDS 

Fidelity,  constancy,  and  purity, 

Hoping,  dreaming,  and  longing, 
Loyalty,  honesty,  and  liberty, 

Acclaiming,  achieving,  doing, 
Competency,  accuracy,  and  unity, 

Forming,  producing,  and  advising, 
Modesty,  sincerity,  and  ability, 

Loving,  assuring,  and  molding, 
Beauty  in  our  educated  home. 
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SENIOR  SONNET 

®</  HELEN  BEST  '21  J 

Graduation!      How  far  away  it  seemed! 

But  now,  as  we  approach  that  long'd  for  day, 

We  feel  that  we've  advanc'd  upon  our  way 

To  live  the  lives  we've  fanci'd  and  we've  dreamed. 

The  honor  of  our  school  is  what  we've  deem'd 

Our  duty  to  uphold ;  and  now  we  say 

We're  glad  our  goal  is  reach'd,  so  that  we  may 

See  how  upon  our  work  success  has  beam'd. 

The  time  to  leave  these  schools  has  come  at  last — 

Lick-Wilmerding  and  Lux,  we  say  good-bye; 

For  we  have  learn'd  our  lesson  and  have  pass'd 

The  tests  that  you  have  set  on  standard  high. 

Although  we're  glad  we're  through,  we  may  be  class'd 

With  those  who  meet  their  parting  with  a  sigh. 
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THE  WILL  OF  THE  SEA 

By  L.  PETERSON,  23X 

11  was  on  a  rainy  day  that  I  came  to  Broughton  aboard  the  tramp  schooner  "Sea  Fisk." 
Worn  out  in  body  and  mind  by  a  long  period  of  continuous  practice  in  the  city,  I, 
Dr.  Henry  Weyden,  had  come  to  this  out-of-the-way  fishing  hamlet  to  secure  a  needed 
rest. 

I  can  distinctly  recall  my  impressions  that  day  on  beholding  the  low  wharf  with  its 
dingy  warehouse,  and  over  all  the  driving  rain.  It  was  dismal  and  wretched. 

"It  isn't  much  of  a  place  in  thick  weather,"  explained  the  captain  of  our  schooner 
as  we  made  fast  to  the  landing,  "but  the  people,  sir,  they're  as  good  as  gold." 

My  trunk  was  piled  into  the  back  of  a  covered  buggy  by  a  ruddy-faced  fellow 
whom  I  came  to  know  as  the  son  of  my  host,  Captain  Rogers.  The  countenance  of  the 
young  man  was  instantly  pleasing.  He  did  not  annoy  me  with  questions  but  seemed 
particularly  anxious  to  answer  mine.     I  knew  that  I  was  come  among  a  good  people. 

Captain  Rogers  was  a  wholesome  old  man,  retired  on  a  narrow  fortune,  which  he 
had  accumulated  by  honest  industry.  He  had  read  much  of  the  best  authors,  and  often 
startled  me  with  bits  of  knowledge  scarcely  expected  from  a  man  of  his  station.  We 
passed  mcst  of  our  time  on  the  shore  watching  the  tides.  His  talk  was  chiefly  of  the 
sea,  and,  knowing  that  his  life  had  been  spent  in  toil  on  it,  I  loved  to  hear  him  talk.  I 
can  remember  of  his  saying  to  me  once,  "Dr.  Weyden,  did  you  ever  look  out  at  that 
water  and  feel  as  if  it  was  cruel  and  fierce?"  Without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  con- 
tinued: "It's  been  a  part  of  me  ever  since  I  was  old  enough  to  hear  its  rockin'.  and  it 
may  ha'  been  my  imagination,  but  it  has  always  seemed  to  me  the  voice  of  God  down 
there.  I  don't  know  why,  but  I've  been  afraid  of  it,  not  the  drownin'  and  all  that,  but  the 
feelin'  that  some  day  it  may  bring  me  more  sorrow  than  I've  ever  known." 

It  all  came  about  during  my  first  year's  stay  at  Broughton.  Rancy,  the  Captain's 
son,  was  all  that  I  had  expected  him  to  be.  Every  day  of  his  twenty  years  had  been 
filled  with  occupations  that  brought  to  him  grace  and  manliness.  It  was  good  to  see  the 
father  and  son  at  the  fireside  of  an  evening  talking  together,  while  the  flame  from  the 
driftwood  cast  bars  of  light  and  shadow  over  their  faces. 

One  morning,  I  think  it  was  the  first  of  August,  Captain  Rogers  was  in  receipt  of  a 
letter  from  the  city.  He  was  occupied  in  its  contents  for  an  unusual  time.  When  he 
had  finished  the  perusal,  he  lifted  a  pair  of  very  thoughtful  eyes  to  mine. 

"Dr.  Weyden,"  he  began,  "I've  a  letter  here,  and  I  haven't  the  least  notion  what 
to  do  about  it.  A  city  chap,  whose  daughter  is  down  in  health,  wants  her  to  come  up 
here  to  get  the  sea  air.  Since  Martha  went,"  he  paused  to  choke  back  a  sigh  for  the 
wife  who  had  been  lost  to  him  for  ten  years,  "things  have  been  run  out  of  order  some, 
and  I  don't  know  as  this  lady  would  find  them  as  shipshape  as  they  might  be." 

I  assured  him  that  the  landlady  would  make  the  place  comfortable  for  the  newcomer, 
and  that  it  had  every  convenience  to  be  expected  in  a  fishing  settlement.  Acting  on  my 
advice  he  sent,  next  mail,  a  letter  favorable  to  the  proposition. 

After  three  days  the  boarder,  Miss  Brandon,  arrived.  Rogers  received  her  heartily. 
From  a  passing  glimpse,  caught  as  she  went  in  at  the  front  door,  I  could  see  that  she  was 
both  beautiful  and  winning. 
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The  sea  air  did  much  for  Miss  Brandon,  or  Kate,  as  she  asked  us  to  call  her,  and 
after  a  few  weeks'  stay  all  traces  of  languor  had  passed  away. 

One  evening,  as  I  was  returning  from  the  shore,  I  happened  unexpectedly  on  Kate 
and  Rancy,  walking  together  before  me.  Because  of  the  dusk  my  presence  was  unnoticed. 
They  seemed  to  be  talking  earnestly,  and  at  one  time,  when  they  stopped,  I  could  dis- 
tinguish the  woman's  low  toned  laughter.  That  night,  when  all  had  retired  save  the 
Captain,  Rancy  and  me,  I  observed  the  son  was  more  thoughtful  than  I  had  seen  him 
before. 

Every  afternoon  Rancy  and  Kate  walked  down  to  the  shore  together,  returning  in 
the  early  twilight.  This  had  come  under  the  observation  of  the  Captain,  but  he  had 
said  nothing  of  it  to  me,  nor  did  he  even  hint  at  the  growing  attachment.  For  two  weeks 
or  more  I  had  made  careful  observation  of  events,  and  arrived  at  this  conclusion — "Rancy 
is  deeply  in  love  with  Kate.  How  far,  God  knows!  When  Kate  has  amused  herself 
long  enough,  she  will  go  back  to  the  city.''     Further  than  this  I  dared  not  forecast. 

Toward  the  month's  end  I  had  decided  to  make  a  trip  to  the  city,  and  so  my  mind 
was  occupied  with  business  affairs  and  their  outcome. 

So  pressed  was  I  by  my  affairs  that  I  gave  no  thought  to  the  lovers  until  I  was 
aboard  the  schooner  on  the  return  voyage.  Just  outside  the  heads  at  Broughton  we  met 
the  "Mary  Williams"  outbound  from  there.  When  we  made  fast  to  the  landing  I 
looked  about  for  the  buggy  which  was  to  carry  me  up  to  town.  There  was  none, 
however,  and  added  to  the  discomfort  of  walking  was  a  forboding  in  my  thoughts  that 
something  was  wrong  at  the  home  of  the  Captain. 

When  I  came  up  to  the  house  I  noted  that  most  of  the  shades  were  drawn.  I  was 
greeted  by  the  Captain  himself.  The  appearance  of  the  man  was  startling.  His  eyes 
were  bloodshot,  and  the  lines  in  his  face  were  changed  by  doubt  and  anxiety.  He  was 
the  first  to  speak. 

"Doctor,"  and  the  voice  was  strained,  "Kate  left  us  this  afternoon.  Rancy  is 
broken-hearted  over  it"  At  this  point  his  tones  descended  to  a  whisper,  "Doctor,  that 
boy  is  all  I've  got  left,  and  I'm  mighty  afraid  he  is  goin'  to  leave  me." 

"Is  he  ill?"  I  questioned,  not  knowing  what  else  to  say. 

"Not  that  way;  he  returned  home  right  after  she  said  goodbye,  and  has  been  acting 
a  bit  ever  since.     I  tell  you.  Doctor,  I  don't  like  it." 

As  I  passed  Rancy's  room  on  the  way  to  my  own  I  could  hear  an  occasional 
half  sob. 

That  afternoon  the  wind  had  blown  stiff  and  had  lifted  a  point  to  the  northeast. 
When  the  sun  went  down  the  blast  came  in  short,  jerky  puffs,  and  increased  in  force. 
As  I  opened  the  front  door  to  look  out  on  the  night,  I  was  scarcely  able  to  close  it,  so 
great  was  the  force  of  the  tempest. 

"We  generally  get  our  bad  weather  from  this  quarter,"  remarked  the  Captain,  indi- 
cating the  northeast  with  his  forefinger.  "It  has  always  come  this  way.  My,  but  it's 
nasty!"  This,  as  a  heavy  blast  lurched  itself  on  the  sea-front  of  the  house.  The 
Captain  said  very  little  after  that,  breaking  the  silence  but  once  by  speaking  as  if  to 
himself. 

"It's  the  sea,"  he  muttered,  "she  came  here  on  it.     I  wonder  what  it's  bringin'  now." 

We  stayed  up  for  the  most  of  that  night,  and  toward  morning  the  storm  showed  no 
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signs  of  abating.     At  six  o'clock  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door.      It  was  the  keeper  of 
the  port. 

"The  'Mary  Williams'  is  logged  outside  the  reef,"  he  said,  "and  it  looks  mightily  as 
if  she'd  go  to  pieces.  Tried  to  run  back  to  cover  in  the  night  most  likely.  She's  been 
rocketin'  all  night,  but  we're  just  out  of  a  line's  reach  from  her.  Two  bodies  have  just 
been  washed  in.     P'r'aps  you'd  better  get  Rancy  and  come  down." 

"My  God,  Weyden!"  said  the  Captain  when  the  keeper  departed,  "Kate  went  on 

that  boat,  and  when  he  knows  it " 

Any  further  statement  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Rancy  himself.  His  face 
bore  evidence  of  great  suffering,  but  was  lit  with  an  unnatural  vigor. 

"The  'Mary  Williams'  did  you  say?" — he  had  evidently  overheard  the  conver- 
sation— "we'd  better  hurry." 

Hurriedly  donning  our  oilskins,  we  took  the  road  to  the  shore.  The  weather  was 
awful.  Sometimes  the  wind  bore  in  so  hard  that  it  was  all  we  could  do  to  keep  a  footing 
in  the  path.  There  was  no  sky,  and  although  it  was  nearing  seven  o'clock,  the  darkness 
had  not  lifted. 

The  beach  was  overrun  with  great  breakers,  and  part  of  the  old  wharf  was  hanging 
helplessly  on  the  tide.  The  sea  grew  heavier  all  the  while,  and  fell  over  the  beach  in  walls 
of  thunder.  We  met  several  Broughton  people,  and  their  white  faces  showed  the  situation 
to  be  a  serious  one. 

The  "Mary  Williams"  was  doomed.  She  lay  offshore  about  two  cables'  length 
and  stuck  on  the  reef  as  fast  as  a  cast  line  in  a  nest  of  barnacles.  She  was  pounded  by 
the  starboard  seas,  and  every  swell  sent  her  further  on  the  way  of  destruction.  Several 
attempts  had  been  made  to  reach  her,  but  with  such  a  sea  running,  it  was  foolhardy  to 
venture  away  from  the  beach. 

Rancy  stood  watching  in  a  dull  sort  of  way  the  work  of  the  storm.  Suddenly  he 
wheeled  from  his  position,  and  with  a  great  bound  was  on  the  warf.  Before  any  of  us 
could  stop  him  in  his  mad  purpose,  he  had  somehow  managed  to  push  off  in  a  small  boat. 
Breathlessly  we  watched  him  from  the  shore;  the  occasion  was  a  solemnly  impressive  one. 
It  was  then  that  I  turned  to  the  Captain.  He  was  inconsolable.  In  less  than  an 
hour  he  had  taken  on  ten  years  of  sorrow. 

"Rancy's  gone,"  he  half  muttered.  "Why,  you  know  Rancy,  Doctor;  he's  my  big 
boy.  Why,  Doctor,  he's  all  I've  got,  you  know."  Then  he  turned  to  the  crowd,  saying 
in  a  beseeching  voice.  "Won't  some  of  you  call  him  back?  He'll  be  sure  to  get  hurt  out 
there;  he's  all  I've  got  since  Martha's  gone." 

By  a  miracle  the  small  boat  rode  the  waves,  and  we  could  see  her  for  a  long  time 
making  for  the  schooner.  At  last  she  stood  up  on  the  crest  of  a  dark  swell,  where  for  a 
long  time  she  seemed  to  pause;  then,  careening  dizzily,  she  disappeared  in  the  swell  of 
the  sea  and  was  seen  no  more. 

Some  kindly  neighbors  led  the  Captain  away,  and  as  he  went  I  could  hear  him 
repeating,  in  a  dazed  way,  "Why,  that's  my  Rancy  out  there.  He's  my  big  boy,  you 
know." 

The  storm  kept  up  all  day,  and  for  warmth  we  built  huge  fires  on  the  beach,  using 
the  driftwood  which  was  scattered  about.  The  schooner  was  well  nigh  broken  up,  and 
five  bodies  had  been  washed  up. 
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About  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  some  fishermen  who  had  kept  watch  lower  down 
on  the  beach  reported  the  finding  of  another  body — that  of  a  woman.  We  all  went 
down,  some  prompted  by  curiosity,  but  I  for  a  deeper  reason.  Strands  of  dark  hair 
tangled  about  the  face  made  Kate  Brandon  more  beautiful  than  ever  in  death.  They 
carried  her  away  and  covered  the  body  with  canvas. 

Sick  at  heart,  I  found  my  way  home  and  tried  to  comfort  the  Captain.  I  saw, 
however,  that  he  was  beyond  comforting,  as  the  events  of  that  terrible  day  had  shattered 
his  reason.  I  left  him  sitting  alone  at  the  fireside,  repeating  to  himself,  "Rancy,  you'll 
sure  come  back,  won't  you,  lad?     Why,  you  know  Rancy,   Doctor;  he's  my  big  boy." 

The  next  day  broke  early  and  the  weather  showed  signs  of  clearing.  Putting  on 
my  sou'wester  I  went  down  to  the  shore.  Ten  more  bodies  had  been  washed  in  during 
the  night,  among  them  Rancy's. 

By  a  strange  chance  they  had  placed  him  next  to  Kate.  Drawing  near  I  reverently 
lifted  the  sheet  from  both  faces  and  looked  at  them  intently.  Both  bore  an  expression  of 
deep  quiet. 

Turning  from  them  I  looked  out  at  the  sea.  It  was  rolling  in  high  along  the  shore, 
and  the  sound  jarred  me  terribly.  Far  out  where  the  clouds  were  beginning  to  lift  it 
looked  more  peaceful. 

"The  will  of  the  sea,"  I  uttered.  Then,  on  second  thought,  "Not  so;  now  they 
are  one.      It  is  God's  will  of  the  sea." 


SIS  HOPKINS 

By  LOIS  WILLIAMS.  22J 

THE  kitchen  was  the  realm  where  Sis  Hopkins  reigned  supreme  in  her  culinary 
splendor.  She  could  scrub  pots  and  pans,  cook  anything  under  the  sun,  whistle 
screechy  "tunes,"  read  novels  and  day  dream  with  but  little  interruption. 

Sis  Hopkins  was  Irish,  decidedly  Irish,  and  proud  of  it.  Her  distinct  brogue  and 
flaming  red  hair  fairly  screamed  out  her  nationality.  She  was  very  loosly  hung  together — 
as  her  mistress  said,  "like  a  bunch  of  clothes  hung  on  a  hook."  Her  face  was  broad, 
red,  freckled,  and,  as  usual,  smirked  with  flour  of  a  very  contrasting  white.  A  straggling 
wisp  of  hair  hung  over  one  eye  and  she  occasionally  blew  it  out  of  her  way  by  a  breath 
directed  upward  with  a  twist  of  her  broad  mouth  as  she  thumped  and  stirred  at  the  dough 
she  was  mixing.  One  tightly  plaited  pig-tail  dangled  very  stiffly  and  independently  from 
the  back  of  her  round  neck.  A  well  starched  red  plaid  dress  was  almost  hidden  by  an 
enormous  blue  calico  apron.  Today  was  a  holiday,  and  Sis  was  wearing  her  greatest 
treasure — a  pair  of  green  silk  stockings,  a  discarded  pair  of  Aunt  Sally's,  who  had  made 
a  devoted  slave  of  Sis  by  giving  them  to  her.  It  was  quite  evident  that  the  shock  of  being 
transferred  from  the  plump  legs  of  the  former  wearer  to  the  thin  pipe-stems  of  Sis  was  too 
much  for  the  delicate  silk  stockings,  for  they  crumpled  around  her  ankles  most  miserably. 
Her  shoes,  none  too  dainty  anyhow,  were  too  large  for  Sis,  and  they  were  sadly  in  need 
of  a  coat  of  blackening. 

As  usual,  she  was  trying  to  do  two  things  at  once.  While  she  vigorously  handled 
the  dough  in  her  hands  she  kept  her  eyes  constantly  on  the  book  she  had  propped  up  in 
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front  of  her,  and  stressed  the  emotions  of  the  story  by  sudden  flips  and  flops  of  the  dough 
or  of  the  rolling  pin. 

An  unusually  loud  thump  of  said  rolling  pin  she  was  wielding  in  a  large  red  hand 
frightened  the  kitten  from  under  the  table  and  sent  it  scuttling  madly  across  the  floor. 
The  kitten  sensed,  as  it  had  on  previous  occasions,  that  Sis  had  reached  the  climax  of 
her  story. 

With  a  final  slap  of  the  large  sheet  of  dough  she  had  been  rolling,  and  a  great  shower 
of  flour  over  her  apron  and  the  clean  kitchen  floor,  she  put  it  into  the  pan  and  then  into 
the  oven. 

"Shure  and  Oi  do  wishes  Oi  was  a  lady  o'  laisure  an'  didn't  'ave  to  be  pistered 
with  cookin'  an'  such  when  Oi'm  int'rested  in  a  story,  but  as  shure  as  there's  pigs  in  ol' 
Oirland  th'  missus  ud'  jist  'ave  fits  if  Oi  niver  kept  wan  eye  on  them  cookies,  comp'ny 
comin',  'er  folks,  an'  'er  so  orful  pertic'lar!     Well,  that's  done,  now  fer  me  story." 

For  fifteen  minutes  no  sound  could  be  heard  save  an  occasional  turning  of  the  pages 
and  the  steady  tick-tock  of  the  clock.  Sis  was  perched  on  a  high  stool,  her  knees  nearly 
touching  her  chin,  and  her  feet  scraping  excitedly  on  the  top  round  as  she  read  from  the 
book  still  propped  on  the  table. 

Suddenly  she  jumped  up  and  pranced  around,  stepping  high  and  swishing  her  apron 
and  skirt. 

"When  Oi'm  a  movie  actress  Oi'll  act  that  story  the  first  thing  Oi  do.  Oi  could 
do  the  lovely  lady  part  fine." 

Grabbing  the  book,  "She  was  tall  and  slender  and  she  wore  a  long  trailing  gown 
of  flimsy  white  lace.  She  stepped  lightly  down  the  steps  and  gracefully  glided  across 
the  velvety  lawn,"  Sis  recited,  drawing  herself  up  as  tall  as  possible.  "In  wan  lily-white 
hand  she  clasped  an  open  letter  and  in  the  other  she  held  a  white  rose  'igh  above  'etf 
head."  Sis  paused  to  get  a  scrap  of  paper  to  represent  the  letter,  and  the  wooden  mixing 
spoon  for  the  white  rose.  After  placing  these  articles  as  directed  in  the  story  she  attempted 
to  "gracefully  glide"  across  the  kitchen  floor. 

'Someone  called ;  it  was  the  governess' — that  giverness  makes  me  tired.  When- 
ever anything  excitin'  goes  ter  'appen,  she  comes  in  an'  spoils  it  all.  She's  wan  o'  thim 
folks  'at  prefers  limon  in  her  tea  to  sugar."  Here  Sis  caught  up  her  skirts  in  one  hand 
and  with  a  feather  duster  held  high  over  her  head  proceeded  in  mincing  steps  to  recross 
the  floor,  screwing  her  face  into  a  comical  attempt  at  sharpness. 

'  'Our  hero,  not  seein'  anything  amiss,  went  up  to  meet  the  fair 

"Hurry  with  the  cookies!  The  folks  will  be  here  soon.     Aren't  they  about  done?" 

As  her  air  castles  fell  crashing  about  her  eyes  Sis  managed  to  reply,  puzzled  at  first, 
then  disgustedly,  "Cookies — why,"  (sniffing  the  air),  "I  guess  they're  more'  n  done. 
Lor!  an'  the  missus  is  so  perticular!" 


SELF-RELIANCE 

By  EDNA  QUINN 

If  you've  advanced  a  thought  of  worth, 
And  you  feel  that  it  is  clever — 

Mind  not  the  taunting  laugh  of  fools; 
They  shall  be  fools  forever. 
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THE  BET 

S3s>  H.  LEHRKE. '2I| 

THERE,  in  the  center  of  the  long  forgotten,  uncultivaed  garden,  with  its  white 
decayed  tree  trunks  and  gruesome  tress,  stood  the  House  of  Swift.  The  outstanding 
feature  of  its  external  appearance  was  its  dilapidated  condition.  Parts  of  its  veranda  had 
caved  in  and  were  now  covered  with  tangling  ill-smelling  vines.  The  dull,  discolored 
walls  looked  as  if  they  were  about  to  collapse.  Up  above  the  sagging,  moss  covered  roof 
stood  grim  and  silent  the  bell  tower. 

The  ghastly  appearance  of  the  buildings  struck  awe  and  depression  upon  George 
Armstrong  and  Dick  Jones  as  they  slowly  surveyed  the  scene  before  them. 

The  death-like  silence  of  the  night  was  uninterrupted  save  by  the  occasional  plaintive 
sound  of  an  owl  and  by  the  moaning  of  the  wind  as  it  passed  through  the  withered 
branches  of  the  dead  trees. 

"I  am  beginning  to  feel  creepy  and  sick,"  said  George  in  a  hollow  voice  as  he  wiped 
the  cold  sweat  from  his  brow. 

"I  feel  the  same  way,  but  now  we've  gone  this  far  we're  going  to  go  through  with  it," 
replied  Dick. 

"We  were  certainly  foolish  when  we  bet  Bob  Felder  that  we  would  carve  our 
initials  in  that  old  tower  at  midnight,"  muttered  George  as  he  gazed  at  the  tower 
silhouetted  against  the  pale  moon. 

"I's  too  late  to  back  out.  Come  on!"  replied  his  friend,  as  he  walked  up  the 
planks  of  the  steps  to  the  massive  iron  door. 

Both  George  and  Dick  heaved  against  the  door,  which  slowly  opened  under  the 
pressure,  accompanied  by  the  groans  and  protests  of  its  rusty  hinges. 

Upon  entering  the  door,  they  were  greeted  by  a  gust  of  foul,  musty  and  oppressive 
air.     The  interior,  which  was  undoubtedly  a  corridor,  was  inky  black. 

"Wait  a  minute!     I'll  light  this  coal  oil  lantern,"  said  George. 

"You  lead  the  way  with  the  lamp!" 

"Allright;  follow  me!" 

Slowly  they  proceeded.  The  feeble  gleams  of  the  glimmering  light  were  not  bright 
enough  to  completely  light  up  the  interior  of  the  chamber  which  they  were  in. 

The  foul,  damp  and  tainted  atmosphere  was  extremely  oppressive.  It  chilled  them 
through  and  through.     It  produced  a  sinking  effect  in  their  hearts. 

"Be  careful,  Dick!  There  is  a  staircase  in  front  of  us.  I  suppose  it  leads  up  to 
the  second  floor,"  said  George  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"Let's  follow  it  up,"  replied  Dick  in  a  stronger  voice,  for  he  was  beginning  to  become 
accustomed  to  the  dark  and  obscure  surroundings. 

The  shufflling  noise  of  their  shoes  against  the  steps  was  reverberated  by  the  hollow 
walls  along  the  hall. 

They  had  just  reached  the  second  floor.  George  paused  and  stood  rigid  as  a  stone. 
Dick,  who  had  hold  of  George's  hand,  could  feel  it  straighten.  He  could  feel  the  cold 
chill  which  was  passing  through  his  friend's  body.  Dick  knew  what  was  wrong.  He  had 
also  heard  that  weird,  scraping,  metallic  sound. 

"Dick!      Did  you  hear  anything?"  asked  his  comrade  in  a  trembling  voice. 
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"No!  Your  imagination  is  getting  the  best  of  you.  Let's  go  on  up  to  the  next 
floor.     Give  me  the  lamp  and  take  hold  of  my  hand,"  commanded  Dick. 

They  proceeded  to  ascend  the  winding  stairs.  Dick  was  in  the  lead,  with  the  light 
piercing  faintly  the  intense  blackness.  He  could  distinctly  hear  the  heavy  panting  of 
George's  lungs ;  the  panting  ceased — it  was  followed  by  a  gasp,  for  again  they  heard 
the  same  weird  scraping  metallic  sound.  It  was  louder  than  before  and  seemed  to  be 
closer.     Suddenly  it  stopped. 

Neither  of  them  spoke  but  they  continued  up  the  narrow  stairs.  As  they  reached 
the  third  floor,  the  muscles  of  their  bodies  began  to  relax  from  the  intense  nervous  strain 
that  they  had  been  subjected  to.  Again  they  came  to  a  stop — their  bodies  shuddered  and 
trembled — their  hearts  stopped  beating  momentarily — a  sickly  smile  came  over  their  faces 
as  they  stared  with  fixed  eyes  upon  it.  It  was  a  horrible,  unnatural  scene — a  ghastly  gray 
circle  upon  the  floor. 

Breathlessly  they  waited.  Moment  by  moment  they  regained  their  courage,  and  then 
they  realized  it  was  only  the  pale  moonlight,  which  shone  down  through  an  opening  that 
led  to  the  bell  tower. 

In  a  few  seconds  they  had  climbed  through  the  opening  into  the  bell  tower,  which 
was  partially  illuminated  by  the  soft  moonlight.  The  sharp  click  of  a  blade  was  heard 
when  Dick  opened  his  knife.  He  stood  close  to  the  wall  and  guided  the  knife  with  both 
hands,  while  his  comrade  held  the  wavering  light  up  toward  the  ceiling.  Its  rays  shone 
upon  Dick  and  revealed  a  crop  of  coarse,  red  hair,  numerous  freckles,  a  very  set  mouth 
and  a  short  nose.  George  stood  behind  Dick  and  gazed  intently  over  his  friend's  shoulder. 
His  open  mouth  revealed  a  set  of  remarkably  even  teeth.  His  long,  narrow  and  pointed 
face  had  a  drawn  and  weary  appearance. 

S-s-s-scrap!  shrilling  came  the  scraping  metallic  sound.  It  completely  unnerved 
George.  His  face  became  pale  as  ashes.  His  trembling  body  caused  the  flicking  light 
which  he  was  holding  to  sway  gently  to  and  fro.  Dick  straightened,  and  stood  petrified. 
His  knife,  which  he  had  been  using  to  carve  the  initials,  dropped  to  the  floor.  His  fingers 
remained  outstretched  as  though  they  were  still  clasping  the  knife. 

George's  lips  trembled.  His  wide  and  staring  eyes  were  cemented  upon  the  object 
directly  beneath  the  opening  that  led  to  the  floor  below.  He  tried  to  speak.  The  words 
froze  in  his  mouth.  He  was  speechless.  With  a  great  effort  he  succeeded  in  uttering 
the  words. 

"Look  down  there,"  and  he  pointed  them  through  the  opening  toward  the  ghastly 
circle. 

There  stood  a  corpse.  Its  tall,  majestic  figure  was  covered  with  a  mud-spattered 
shroud.     It  looked  as  if  it  had  come  from  a  grave. 

Dick's  bewildered  and  agitated  brain  was  working  fast. 

"No!    No!     It  can't  be  a  ghost — I  don't  believe  in  such  things.      Who  can  it  be? 

Could  it  be ?      Yes!      It  could.      I   am  almost  sure  it  is — the  bet — that  is  it — the 

bet."  thought  Dick  to  himself. 

Dick  gave  a  weird  laugh  and  then  dropped  through  the  opening.  He  landed  with 
a  thud  on  the  corpse's  shoulders.  Both  fell  struggling  to  the  damp  and  dusty  floor.  He 
clutched  the  shroud  and  pulled  with  all  his  might.  He  was  right,  for  it  revealed  the  person 
of  Bob  Felder,  who  was  holding  a  file  and  a  piece  of  sheet  metal  which  he  had  used  to 
produce  the  scraping  noise. 

"I  knew  it!  I  knew  it!"  ejaculated  Dick.  "Come  on  down,  George,  and  we'll 
collect  the  bet  from  the  would-be  corpse!" 
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JUST  BEFORE  DINNER 

By  GERTRUDE  MUNDER. '22J 

RICHARD  OSGOOD  was  driving  along  in  his  new  red  roadster.  He  was  good  to 
look  at.  His  aristocratic  bearing,  his  strong,  fine  features,  the  beautiful  line  of  his 
eyebrows,  his  firmly  chiseled  mouth  and  chin,  made  one  admire  him.  A  pleasant  smile  was 
spread  over  his  face,  for  he  was  recalling  the  last  time  he  had  driven  along  this  road  to 
the  Delbay  country  home.  A  year's  absence  abroad  had  evidently  not  lessened  old 
friendship's  regard,  for  just  a  few  days  after  his  arrival  he  had  been  invited  to  spend  the 
week-end  with  the  Delbays. 

Soon,  almost  before  he  realized  it,  Richard  found  himself  hurrying  up  the  gravel 
pathway  that  led  to  the  Delbay  home.  Expectantly  he  rang  the  bell.  The  butler,  a 
stout,  elderly  man,  ushered  him  into  the  living  room.  Richard  glanced  around.  It 
seemed  good  to  be  back.  Ah!  there  was  the  same  big  cozy  couch  so  dear  to  him,  piled 
with  soft  cushions.  And  there  was  the  piano  standing  invitingly  open.  He  had  played 
upon  it  often.  And  the  beautiful  lamp  cast  soft  reflections  through  its  orange  colored 
shade.  A  sense  of  comfort  and  snugness  and  warmness  possessed  Richard  as  he  settled 
himself  comfortably,  took  out  a  cigar  and  looked  at  his  watch.  He  was  early.  Well, 
he  would  rest;  but  why  did  his  friends  not  hurry — why  did  they  not  come  to  greet 
him?  Gradually  he  became  impatient.  He  paced  up  and  down  the  polished  hall.  A 
few  minutes  more  passed.  Suddenly  light  footsteps  caused  him  to  start  in  eagerness,  his 
pulse  rose,  and.  quickly  turning,  he  caught  a  swift  glimpse  of  someone  gently  tripping  down 
the  broad  stairway.  A  lovely,  fairly-like  creature  thrust  her  pretty  hand  into  Richard's. 
She  greeted  him  with  a  sweet,  cheerful  smile;  then  gracefully  and  fairy-like  she  danced 
through  the  room  and  sank  upon  the  couch  nestling  among  the  cushions.  Richard 
followed  the  "fairy"  and  sat  in  a  convenient  place  beside  her  where  he  could  look  into 
her  bewitching  blue  eyes. 

"Week-end  parties  are  delightful,  aren't  they?"  observed  the  "fairy." 

"Yes,  indeed  they  are,"  was  the  reply,  "and  I'm  mighty  glad  I  was  lucky  enough 
to  be  invited." 

"So  am  I,"  Miss  Gladys  Delbay  declared,  "I'm  awfully  glad  you  were  invited  and 
I  stole  down  ahead  of  everybody  so  we  could  talk  by  ourselves." 

The  last  words  Gladys  added  half  shyly  while  her  thick  lashes  swept  her  dimpled 
cheeks. 

For  that  remark  Gladys  came  perilously  near  being  kissed ;  instead  Richard  squeezed 
her  hand. 

"Somehow,  I  think  you  are  different  from  other  men,"  pursued  Gladys;  "yet,  I 
don't  think  you're  quite  like  you  were  before  you  left." 

"Oh!"  Richard  exclaimed,  "surely  a  brief  eight  months  of  married  life  hasn't 
changed  me,  Gladys?" 

"I  think  that  must  be  it,"  Gladys  wisely  nodded. 

"I  don't  like  to  hear  you  talk  that  way,  Gladys — I  always  want  you  to  love  me." 

Gladys  lowered  her  pretty  head.      For  a  moment  the  dimples  vanished. 

"I'll  always  love  you,"  she  whispered  in  a  soft  voice. 

Then,  regardless  of  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  Richard  kissed  her. 

"Oh,  Richard!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Delbay,  grasping  him  warmly  by  the  hand,  "I'm 
so  glad  to  see  you.     Has  my  little  daughter  been  flirting  with  you  again?" 

And  Richard  smiled  and  gazed  lovingly  at  winsome  little  five-year-old  Gladys. 
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HIS  HALF-WON  BLOCK 

3u  J.  ATKINSON.  22X 

MY  day's  work  was  finished  and  I  was  sitting  before  the  cozy  fireplace  dreamingly 
gazing  at  the  block  "H"  which  I  had  framed  and  placed  on  the  wall  some  years 
before.  I  had  never  worn  the  block,  because  I  felt  that  I  did  not  wholly  own  it.  Uncon- 
sciously I  reached  up,  and  taking  it  in  my  hands  began  thinking  of  the  days  when  I  was 
a  student  at  Hartford.  It  was  just  a  felt  "H,"  but  what  memories  that  block  brought 
to  me! 

It  was  in  the  latter  part  of  March  just  three  years  before  when  our  school  had  held 
its  first  rally  of  the  season  for  track.  I  can  still  remember  the  way  our  good  old  faithful 
coach  and  track  captain  talked  to  us  boys  and  persuaded  us  to  go  out  with  that  old  spirit 
and  train  for  the  big  annual  meet  with  Gridley.  Now,  Gridley  had  been  the  victor  for 
four  consecutive  years,  and  it  was  not  until  this  year  that  we  seriously  considered  ourselves 
equal  to  the  unbeaten  Gridley  team. 

Of  all  the  events  that  go  to  make  up  a  track  meet  the  mile  is  perhaps  the  most  inter- 
esting, and  the  most  fatiguing.  To  be  successful  in  this  event  one  must  not  only  run  at  a 
good  rate  but  he  must  also  have  a  thorough  knowledge  of  pace,  so  that  he  will  not  run 
too  fast  nor  too  slow.  Two  of  the  most  faithful  of  those  devoted  to  this  event  were 
my  chum  Jack  and  myself. 

Jack  was  a  young  lad  about  my  build,  but  a  little  taller.  His  brown  eyes  and  curly 
brown  hair  combed  back  in  a  waving  pompadour,  together  with  his  dimpled  cheeks 
seemed  to  make  all  the  girls  adore  and  most  of  the  boys  envy  him.  He  was  the  best 
miler  of  the  school  and  he  had  won  his  block  "H"  the  previous  year  in  this  event.  I  was 
one  of  the  proudest  boys  of  the  school  just  to  be  called  his  chum. 

We  used  to  pace  our  distance  together,  night  after  night,  and  after  a  few  weeks  of 
constant  training,  with  the  aid  of  Jack's  coaching,  I  became  the  next  best  miler  of  the 
school  but  never  did  I  entertain  the  slightest  hopes  of  ever  winning,  for  Jack  was  far 
superior  in  his  every  movement. 

The  weeks  passed  quickly,  and  the  scheduled  day  of  the  big  event  was  upon  us. 
It  was  a  most  wonderful  day,  a  day  that  I  could  have  sworn  was  made  for  a  meet.  The 
white  runways  glistened  in  the  sunlight,  while  the  grandstand  was  quickly  filling  with 
rooters,  some  wearing  the  blue  and  gold  colors  of  Hartford  and  others  the  red  and  black 
of  Gridley. 

The  weight  men  were  in  the  upper  part  of  the  field  weighing  in.  The  people  were 
now  crowding  around  the  cinder  track,  for  the  meet  was  soon  to  begin. 

After  waiting  for  what  seemed  an  age  the  whistle  shrilled  and  the  century  men  were 
toeing  the  mark.  A  few  seconds  followed  and  then,  Bang!  They  were  off!  The  crowds 
in  the  rooting  sections  were  hollering  and  screaming  encouragement  while  those  running 
did  their  utmost,  straining  every  muscle  in  their  bodies  to  gain  a  place  in  this  short  sprint. 

All  the  sprints  and  other  events  were  run  off  in  their  respective  turns  until  the  mile, 
the  last  event  and  also  the  feature  of  the  day,  was  to  take  place.  Jack  and  I  walked 
over  to  the  line  together,  he  giving  me  advice  about  running  the  race.  I  must  admit  that 
I  was  a  trifle  shaky  and  was  only  too  willing  to  grasp  any  hint  that  I  could  get.  My  chance 
had  come  now,  but  then  it  was  not  as  big  a  chance  as  it  could  be,  for  I  could  not  possibly 
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take  first  place  while  Jack  competed.      But  then,  it  was  for  the  school  and  that  meant 
everything. 

We  were  toeing  the  mark  when  a  fellow  runner  came  up  to  us  and  said,  "Hartford  is 
ahead  by  two  points,  and  'if  we  can  get  five  points  in  this  event  we  are  sure  to  win 
the  meet." 

Our  eagerness  now  replaced  the  fear,  and  when  the  gun  sounded  we  were  off 
without  hesitation.  A  Gridley  runner  stepped  out  to  take  the  lead.  He  was  decidedly 
going  faster  than  a  mile  pace,  and  he  seemed  to  be  offering  a  challenge  for  first  place. 
I  started  out  to  share  the  lead  with  him  but  Jack  gave  me  a  quick  motion,  and  I  fell  back. 

All  the  runners  were  fairly  even  at  the  quarter  mile  mark  and  the  one  who  had 
stepped  out  to  lead  at  first  was  already  slowing  up  and  falling  back. 

I  was  glad  then  that  I  had  taken  Jack's  hint,  for  I  remembered  that  he  had  once 
told  me,  "They  dare  you  to  follow  and  then  kill  your  wind  so  that  some  other  member 
of  their  team  may  win." 

One-half  the  distance  had  been  run  and  Jack  started  to  gain  on  his  man,  and  I,  not 
wanting  to  be  left  behind,  followed  suit.  I  could  hear  the  crowds  hollering  and  yelling, 
"Go  it,  Jack!"  "Keep  it  up,  Ted!"  "You're  gaining  on  him,  Bill!"  And  then  the 
shouts  grew  fainter  and  fainter  as  we  drew  away  from  the  rooting  section. 

A  couple  of  minutes  which  to  us  seemed  like  hours  dragged  by  and  we  were  on  our 
last  four  hundred  and  forty  stretch.  I  did  not  know  how  the  other  runners  felt  but  I 
was  fairly  exhausted.  I  had  kept  up  pretty  well  with  Jack  to  the  half,  but  he  was  now 
ten  yards  ahead  of  me,  and  I  was,  judging  from  the  sound  of  footsteps,  about  ten  yards 
ahead  of  the  next  runner. 

My  heart  beat  fast,  but  my  steps  were  sure  on  the  final  stretch.  I  could  now  feel 
the  terrific  strain  in  my  legs  as  I  tried  to  gain  speed.  I  seemed  to  be  putting  every  ounce 
of  energy  into  this  last  lap,  and  then,  to  my  utmost  surprise,  I  found  that  I  was  only  five 
yards  behind  Jack. 

As  we  reached  the  two-twenty  mark  we  could  again  hear  the  ever-encouraging 
shouts  of  our  friends  and  our  rivals.  I  was  fighting  my  way  on,  struggling  with  every 
muscle  to  obtain  more  and  yet  more  speed.  We  reached  the  hundred  and  then  the  fifty, 
and  then  before  my  very  eyes  I  saw  Jack  trip  and  fall  in  a  helpless  heap  upon  the  ground. 
I  would  have  stopped  to  pick  him  up  but  he  cried,  "Go  on,  Ted,  you've  got  to  win!" 

I  realized  then  that  my  chance  had  come;  that  the  meet  depended  on  myself;  that  I 
must  win.  With  a  stronger  determination  I  made  a  death-like  spurt,  straining  every  part 
of  my  body  until  the  muscles  in  my  legs  felt  as  if  they  were  clinched  in  a  steel  vise.  My 
throat  was  dry,  my  side  aching,  but  still  I  fought  on.  I  could  now  hear  a  runner's 
footsteps  behind  me.  My  heart  jumped.  Was  he  close?  Would  he  win?  Could  I 
only  make  it  fast  enough  to  win? 

A  second's  time  passed  and  I  could  now  tell  that  the  runner  was  almost  upon  me. 
Nearer  and  nearer  he  came  but  he  was  too  late;  I  had  crossed  the  line;  I  was  a  winner. 
I,  yes,  I  had  won  my  block.  The  almost  mad  crowd  rushed  around  me,  overwhelming 
me  with  their  congratulations.  I  escaped  from  them  as  soon  as  I  could  and  hurried  to  Jack, 
who  was  limping  into  the  finish. 

"Congratulations,  Ted!"  said  he. 

"Thanks,  Jack;  I  was  pretty  fortunate  to  win,"  I  replied.      "Are  you  hurt?" 
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"No,  just  a  little  pain  in  my  knees." 

So  talking  I   helped   him  to  the  clubrooms  and  then  we  parted   for  the  week-end. 

As  I  was  walking,  thinking  over  the  events  of  the  afternoon,  unconsciously  I  put 
my  hand  in  my  pocket  and  there  was  a  knife  which  I  had  borrowed  from  Jack  to  cut 
the  tape  from  my  shoes. 

I  hurried  back  to  catch  him  but  when  I  turned  the  corner  I  stopped  short  and  stood 
dazed,  for  there  in  the  middle  of  the  block  was  Jack,  walking  without  a  limp  and  smiling 
to  himself.  And  then  I  saw  through  it  all.  Jack  had  forfeited  the  honor  so  that  I  might 
get  a  block  in  my  last  year. 

And  so  you  see  why  I  cannot  consider  this  block  as  really  mine,  but  as  a  link  in  the 
true  friendship  between  Jack  and  myself. 


THE  KILLING  OF  SHELL-LACC 

In  Five  Spools 
Jl  Romance  ^old  in  'Paint 

Screamario  by 

James  Imhof   '21 J 


CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 

Shell  Lacc A  visiting  prince 

JAPP  A.  Lacc His  rival,  and  no  relation  to  him 

MlSS  WlTE  LEADD Daughter  of  her  father,  Princess  of  Var  Nissh 

Redd  LEADD Her  father,  King  of  Varnissh 

ROOF  STANE A  royal  janitor,  who  does  nothing 

TURP  N.  TlNE His  assistant 

Directed  by  W.   P.  Fooler 
Camera  Man,   SHEARIM   WlLLINCS 

Time — Both  day  and  night,  rain  or  shine 
Setting — Kingdom  of  Var  Nissh,  east  of  Kingdom  Come 

Scenery  by  Union  Iron  Works 

Gowns  and  Lingerie  by  Weinstein    (for  less) 

Total  cost— $5.19  less  .000582 %   cash 

Spool  I. 

It  was  one  of  those  hot  August  afternoons  when  the  sun  beats  heavily  and  drowsily 
upon  the  earth.  Not  a  living  thing  was  stirring  in  the  Kingdom  of  Var  Nissh.  Street 
cars  were  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  blocks  while  the  conductors  and  motormen  slept. 
Stores  were  open,  but  the  people  inside  were  dozing.  A  day  laborer  had  fallen  asleep 
with  a  shovelful  of  dirt  poised  in  mid-air. 

In  the  royal  palace  the  same  condition  prevailed.  The  royal  janitors  were  enjoying 
a   good  rest.      Roof   Stane  was  reclining  in   a   chair  with  his   feet   on  a   table   and  was 
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sleeping  very  noisily.  Turp  N.  Tine  was  lying  on  a  royal  couch  reading  the  royal 
"Pelican." 

Suddenly  a  great  swishing  and  swashing  noise  was  heard  outside.  Roof  Stane 
awoke  with  a  start,  grabbed  his  broom  and  ran  for  the  door.  But  to  his  misfortune  the 
door  was  only  a  large  mirror  and  he  smashed  his  face  against  it.  He  staggered  about  and 
dashed  out  of  the  real  door.  Turp  N.  Tine  threw  the  "Pelican"  into  a  royal  waste 
basket  and  followed  his  master  to  the  exit.  They  saw  the  conductors  and  motormen 
awake  and  start  their  cars,  the  people  come  rushing  out  of  the  stores,  and  the  laborer 
awake  so  suddenly  that  he  threw  the  shovelful  of  dirt  by  accident  into  an  old  woman's 
face.  And  all  the  while  the  great  swishing  and  swashing  noise,  together  with  this  com- 
motion, continued  and  caused  a  nerve-racking  condition.  The  two  janitors  looked  up  into 
the  air,  and  coming  toward  them  at  a  terrific  rate  of  speed  was  a  sky-chariot  drawn  by 
eight  sea  gulls,  and  causing  the  strange  noise. 

As  the  chariot  neared  the  ground  they  beheld  in  it  a  queer  looking  man  at  the 
steering  wheel.  He  threw  out  the  clutch,  turned  off  the  ginger  ale  and  finally  stopped 
the  chariot.  He  stepped  out  and  looked  over  the  iron  wheels  to  see  if  there  were  any 
punctures.  His  hair  resembled  a  paint  brush,  his  complexion  seemed  splattered  with 
paint,  and  his  clothes  made  him  look  like  a  sample  sheet  of  paint  colors. 

By  this  time  Redd  Leadd  had  arrived.  Looking  at  the  visitor  he  said,  "Why,  you 
must  be  Shell  Lace,  the  prince  from  the  land  of  Armpitz!" 

"At  your  royal  service,"   replied  Shell  Lace,  and  the  two  proceeded  to  the   royal 

palace. 

Spool  II. 

Shell  Lace,  being  anxious  to  press  his  suit,  immediately  asked,  "Has  my  father 
written  you  that  I  come  in  search  of  a  bride?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  king,  "he  did.  I  have  but  one  daughter  left,  and  you  may  have 
her.     Furthermore,  I  shall  have  a  ball  tonight  to  announce  the  wedding." 

"But,"  said  Shell  Lace,  "will  she  have  me?" 

"Have  you!"  cried  the  king,  "she  certainly  will!  She  shall  do  just  as  I  say,  and 
if  she  objects  I  shall  have  her  thrown  to  the  royal  canary  birds  to  be  torn  to  pieces." 

"I  hear  she  has  been  keeping  company  with  that  Japp  A.  Lace." 

"Just  let  me  catch  her  at  it!" 

The  king  announced  dinner  for  six-thirty,  and  took  his  leave  of  Shell  Lace,  who  was 
then  shown  to  his  room. 

Spool  III. 

The  dinner  was  a  grand  affair.  Blazing  lights  and  fine  dainty  dishes  adorned  the 
table.  The  food  was  truly  delicious,  but  Shell  Lace  feasted  mainly  on  the  sight  of  his 
future  bride,  who  was  seated  across  the  table  from  him.  She  was  very  beautiful,  with  a 
glossy,  enameled  complexion,  oily-looking  eyes,  and  varnished  hair.  It  was  a  case  of  love 
at  first  sight  with  Shell  Lace. 

Spool  IV. 

After  the  meal  the  whole  company  adjourned  to  the  royal  inside-white  ballroom. 
Shell  Lace  lost  no  time  in  asking  Wire  Leadd  for  the  next  hop.  She  smiled — for  anyone 
would  smile  just  to  look  at  him — and  she  consented.  It  was  really  a  hop,  for  all  Shell 
Lace  did  was  to  hop  from  one  of  her  feet  to  the  other.     When  the  dance  ended,  much  to 
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the  relief  of  the  luckless  Wite  Leadd,  they  sat  upon  a  royal  bench  and  discussed  their 
coming  marriage. 

Japp  A.  Lace,  Wite  Leadd's  true  lover,  stood  in  a  corner  watching  Shell  Lace 
and  his  own  sweetheart.  His  heart  ached  with  the  thought  that  this  yap  could  marry 
Wite  Leadd  and  he  could  not,  simply  because  the  king  disliked  the  way  his  father  walked. 

"I  must  do  away  with  Shell  Lace,"  said  Japp.     "It  is  my  only  salvation." 

Just  then  the  king  exclaimed,  "Ah,  the  royal  bell,  please!"  It  was  rung  and 
everyone  became  quiet  and  listened  to  what  the  king  had  to  say. 

Mounting  a  royal  upturned  paint  bucket,  Redd  Leadd  cut  a  long  story  short  by 
addressing  the  crowd  as  follows: 

"Friends,  paint-daubers  and  paper-hangers:  I  have  the  pleasure  of  announcing  the 
wedding  of  my  daughter  and  His  Highness,  Shell  Lace." 

A  great  applause  broke  out,  and  congratulations  were  showered  upon  the  betrothed 
couple.  The  gaiety  of  the  ball  continued,  but  there  was  one  who  was  far  from  being 
happy.  Japp  A.  Lace  sat  watching  and  muttering  to  himself,  "I  must  get  rid  of  Shell 
Lace.     Tonight!     Tonight!" 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  dance  Shell  accompained  his  future  bride  to  her  room,  went 
from  there  to  his  own  and  retired. 

Spool  V. 

Soon  all  was  quiet  in  the  kingdom  of  Var  Nissh.  About  3  A.  M.  a  man  could  have 
been  seen  gliding  along  the  walks  of  the  palace  garden  quietly  and  cautiously.  He  stalked 
along  until  he  came  to  certain  window.  Raising  it  slowly  he  climbed  in.  The  man 
was  Japp  A.  Lace.  Under  his  coat  he  carried  a  bottle  of  deadly  poison — linseed  oil. 
He  had  entered  Shell  Lace's  room.  He  opened  the  bottle  and  crept  to  the  bedside. 
Shell  Lace  stirred  in  his  sleep,  and  Japp,  frightened,  nearly  dropped  the  bottle.  Taking 
new  courage  he  gritted  his  teeth,  and  with  a  quick  motion  he  poured  the  lineed  oil  into 
Shell  Lace's  ear.     The  latter  died  without  a  splatter. 

Upon  the  discovery  of  the  death  there  was  great  commotion  in  the  court.  Doubts 
and  suspicions  flew  around  like  wildfire,  but  doctors  finally  proclaimed  Shell  Lace's  end 
due  to  heart  failure. 

It  was  learned  later  that  Shell  Lace  had  fled  from  the  land  of  Armpitz  not  only 
to  get  a  bride  but  also  because  his  weakness  of  mind  was  a  menace  to  the  country  and 
he  had  to  leave  or  be  thrown  into  prison. 

True  love  finally  conquered,  and  Japp  A.  Lace  and  Wite  Leadd  were  married,  and 
lived  paint-spattered  ever  after. 

Finis. 


EARNEST  THOUGHTS 

Bv  EDNA  QUINN 

When  have  you  felt  the  richest. 
That  no  world  can  ever  give? 

When  have  you  felt  the  gladness 

Of   thinking   real   thoughts   that   live? 
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ACCORDING  TO  PROPHECY 

S«  NORTHRUP  GEORGE.  '2 IJ 

MARGE  DOYLE  was  romantic.  She  spent  a  good  deal  of  her  fourteen  dollars 
and  seventy-five  cents  per  week  on  fortune  tellers,  clairvoyants  and  other  minions 
of  the  future.  Her  chum,  Dot,  was  also  a  romance-seeking  little  thing.  From  behind 
their  hat  and  cloak  checking  counter  in  the  lobby  of  the  Larchmont  they  frequently  took 
flights  into  the  realms  of  fancy,  building  air  castles  and  dreaming  dreams  about  many  a 
poor,  unsuspecting  male. 

"Oh,  Marge!"  cried  Dot  one  morning,  "I  went  to  the  most  wond-er-ful  crystal 
gazer  last  night!  Madame  Avesta  is  her  name.  She  told  me  ever  so  many  things. 
Here's  the  address."  Marge  was  quite  as  thrilled  as  Dot,  and  consequently  when  work 
was  over  that  afternoon  she  went  to  see  Dot's  "Wonder  Woman." 

The  house,  which  was  in  the  old  residence  district  of  the  middle  class,  seemed  to 
produce  in  one  that  clammy  feeling  that  spirits  of  camphor  and  mothballs  cause.  Marge 
was  ushered  into  the  dark  front  parlor,  furnished  in  relics  of  a  previous  generation  made 
conspicuous  by  carved  and  twisted  legs. 

Garbed  in  a  many-colored  robe,  Madame  Avesta,  a  muchly  bejeweled  person,  slowly 
parted  the  heavy  portieres  and  stepped  into  the  parlor.  She  broke  the  silence  in  a  shrill 
and  high  pitched  voice.  "Well,  my  dear,  I  hope  that  my  crystal  shall  be  of  great  service 
to  you."  She  then  drew  Marge  into  a  room  behind  the  portieres  and  bade  her  be  seated 
at  the  table  in  front  of  the  crystal.  The  environment  was  beginning  to  tell  on  Marge,  and 
as  she  gazed  about  the  dark  room  a  little  shiver  ran  up  and  down  her  spinal  column. 

The  Madame  peered  steadily  into  the  crystal  and  began  unfolding  Marge  s  past. 
She  told  of  how  Uncle  Tim  had  met  his  death  after  having  molten  steel  spilled  over  him 
at  the  mills;  of  how  Little  Brother  Dick  had  the  flu,  and  of  Marge's  job  at  the  Larch- 
mont. She  then  said,  "You  believe  that  you  love  James  MacDonald."  Here  Marge 
flushed.  She  always  did  when  James'  name  was  mentioned.  The  crystal  gazer  continued. 
"But  a  blonde  gentleman  called  Durant  will  marry  you." 

Marge  waited  to  hear  no  more.  She  rushed  home  and  prepared  for  the  movies 
and  James.  She  did  not  tell  him  of  her  visit  to  the  crystal  gazer's,  for  he  would  have 
laughed  at  her. 

The  following  morning,  behind  the  counter  at  the  Larchmont,  it  was  Marge  who 
was  thrilled  as  she  poured  forth  her  praise  of  Madame  Avesta  to  Dot.  "And  just  think ! 
I  am  to  marry  a  blonde  gentleman.     I  don't  even  know  a  low  head!" 

Dot,  very  much  thrilled,  exclaimed,   "Isn't   Durant  just  the  sweetest  name!" 

The  girls'  reverie  was  interrupted  by  a  tall,  light-haired  man  who  wished  to  have 
his  Gladstone  checked.  Marge  took  his  bag  and  handed  it  to  Dot  to  put  on  the  shelf. 
As  the  young  man  turned  to  leave.  Dot  breathlessly  whispered,  "That's  him!  that's  him!" 
Marge  looked  at  her  chum  in  unconcealed  amazement.  Then  her  eyes  sought  the  object 
which  Dot  held  before  her.  There  on  the  tag  of  the  grip  was  the  name  E.  Durant 
Lawrence. 

Two  years  passed.  Marge,  gazing  down  at  the  floor  of  the  church,  was  playing  the 
role  of  the  blushing  bride.  Her  thoughts  raced  back  to  the  little  old  house  of  Madame 
Avesta  and  of  the  fortune  she  had  had  told  there.  Fate  had  fulfilled  the  prophecy 
strangely,  for  she  was  now  Mrs.  James  MacDonald.  The  notice  in  the  morning  paper 
stated  that  the  couple  were  married  by  the  Rev.  E.  Durant  Lawrence. 
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THE  ECONOMY  AND  OPERATION  OF 
A  DIESEL  ENGINE 

By  G.  QUINN,'2IJ 

THE  rapid  adoption  of  the  Diesel  engine  in  this  country  is  due  to  its  ability  to  use  all 
the  available  heat  in  its  fuel  to  the  highest  degree.  For  this  reason  this  type  of  engine 
can  produce  under  general  running  conditions  more  power  for  the  least  cost  of  operation. 
The  fuel  consumption  for  a  Diesel  engine  is  about  one-third  of  that  required  for  a  first-class 
steam  engine,  and  about  one-sixth  of  the  requirement  of  the  average  steam  engine. 

Other  advantages  of  this  type  of  engine  are  that  it  ocupies  a  small  space,  requires  a 
small  supply  of  water  and  is  always  ready  to  be  used  at  a  few  moments'  notice.  Its 
operation  does  not  depend  on  the  continuous  action  of  many  small  pieces  of  apparatus, 
making  the  machine  more  reliable.  No  smoke  or  objectionable  gases  are  generated,  conse- 
quently making  the  engine  run  quietly  and  cleanly.  Another  point  in  its  favor  is  the 
small  number  of  employees  required  in  its  operation. 

The  construction  of  this  engine  is  similar  to  that  of  the  gasoline  motor  in  the  respect 
that  it  has  a  number  of  cylinders  mounted  upon  a  common  base,  with  pistons  connected 
to  a  crankshaft.  Each  cylinder  unit  consists  of  a  working  cylinder,  a  head  with  cam 
driven  inlet  and  exhaust  valves,  and  a  piston  with  a  connecting  rod  for  transmitting  its 
motion  to  the  crank. 

The  most  popular  design  of  these  engines  is  the  four  cycle  type,  that  is,  four  strokes 
of  the  engine  are  required  to  complete  a  cycle  of  operation.  First  the  piston  moves  down 
and  air  is  drawn  in  through  the  inlet  valve.  Then  the  piston  returns  and  all  the  valves 
are  closed,  compressing  the  air  to  five  hundred  pounds  pressure.  Next  the  piston  again 
moves  down  and  a  spray  of  crude  oil  is  shot  into  the  cylinder,  coming  from  an  atomizer  at 
the  head  of  the  cylinder.  The  heat  of  the  compressed  air  causes  the  vapor  to  burn  with  a 
flame.  This  combustion  takes  place  at  a  constant  pressure  during  the  early  part  of  the 
stroke.  Lastly  the  piston  moves  up  and  drives  out  all  burnt  gases  through  the  exhaust 
valve.  The  Diesel  type  of  engine,  the  working  parts  of  which  are  very  simple,  can  be 
repaired  easily.  It  does  away  with  the  ignition  system  used  by  the  modern  gas  engine 
and  therefore  eliminates  the  resulting  shock  from  the  sudden  ignition  of  the  compressed  gases. 

For  many  years  inventors  have  experimented  with  this  type  of  engine  and  have 
reached  in  it  a  high  degree  of  perfection.  These  engines  are  commonly  used  as  power 
plants  in  sailing  vessels  and  for  all  sorts  of  stationary  and  marine  work.  They  are  very 
well  adapted  for  use  in  motor  driven  vessels  because  of  the  reduction  of  the  number  of 
employees  and  the  consequent  lowering  of  traveling  and  freight  rates. 
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A  WORD  FROM  THE  EX-SERVICE  MEN 

3s,  A.  G.  HEID1G 

FOR  the  past  two  years  or  more  Lick-Wilmerding,  owing  to  its  highly  efficient  educa- 
tional and  shop  facilities,  has  been  one  of  the  schools  in  this  district  selected  by  the 
U.  S.  Federal  Board  of  Vocational  Education.  The  purpose  of  this  education  is  to  train 
ex-service  men  who  have  been  disabled  during  the  World  War  and  who  consequently  have 
been  forced  to  seek  a  new  vocation  in  which  to  earn  their  livelihood. 

These  men  as  a  whole  do  not  follow  the  regular  high  school  course,  but  they  spend 
most  of  their  time  in  the  respective  shops  or  departments  corresponding  to  the  vocation  they 
have  selected  for  themselves.  There  they  can  be  found  busily  engaged  in  actual  and  useful 
work.     A  few  are  taking  academic  courses  preparatory  to  entering  college. 

In  the  sheetmetal  shop,  under  their  able  instructor,  the  men  have  many  good  jobs 
to  their  credit.  Much  of  the  plumbing  and  sheetmetal  work  in  reconstructing  the  former 
Lick  buildings,  and  many  of  the  installations  in  the  new  Lick  building,  have  been  done 
by   them. 

In  the  cabinet  shop,  although  their  number  is  small,  the  men  have  done  a  great  deal 
of  useful  and  excellent  work.  They  are  now  making  furniture  of  all  descriptions,  such 
as  dressers,  tables,  chairs  and  rockers. 

In  the  pattern  shop  the  ex-service  men  are  turning  out  the  patterns  as  fast  as  the 
draftsmen  are  furnishing  blue  prints  for  them.  They  are  often  working  on  outside  jobs, 
too,  and  working  overtime. 

In  the  electrical  shop  the  large  number  of  ex-service  men  of  last  year  has  gradually 
dwindled  to  a  few.  After  learning  the  fundamentals  of  direct  current  and  alternating 
current,  the  majority  of  the  fellows  went  out  to  finish  their  training  in  different  shops  in 
actual  work. 

In  both  the  machine  shop  and  automobile  shop  the  men,  according  to  their  instructors, 
oid  fair  to  become  expert  mechanics. 

In  the  drawing  departments  there  are  now  four  experienced  housebuilders  who  are 
taking  up  architectural  drawing.  They  are  busily  engaged  in  designing  homes.  Two 
other  men  are  taking  up  mechanical  drawing  with  the  intention  of  following  this  line  as  a 
vocation.     Some  very  good  work  has  been  done  here  under  able  instructors. 

Besides  shop  work,  all  the  men  are  taking  some  branch  of  mathematics:  shop  arith- 
metic, algebra,  geometry  and  trigonometry.  Many  take  two  or  more  periods  each  day 
of  mechanical  drawing.  A  large  number  are  also  taking  advantage  of  other  subjects 
taught  in  this  school,  such  as  grammar,  science,  chemistry,  mechanics  and  heat  calculations — 
so  that  the  ex-service  men  are  well  represented  in  almost  every  class  in  the  school. 

The  ex-service  men  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  express  their  appreciation  to  the 
members  of  the  faculty,  who  so  ably  and  unselfishly  are  doing  their  very  best  to  help  them 
accomplish  their  aims.  They  wish  to  thank  Mr.  Heymann  especially,  for  his  untiring 
efforts  in  their  behalf. 

Instilled  with  new  hopes,  equipped  with  a  solid  foundation,  namely,  the  fundamentals 
of  a  good  vocation,  and  with  "A  Will  to  Win,"  they  confidently  face  the  future.  Lick- 
Wilmerding  will  always  be  remembered  with  a  feeling  of  gladness  and  gratitude  by  those 
ex-service  men  who  were  so  fortunate  as  to  have  been  in  attendance  at  this  school. 
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THE  ALUMNI  REVIEW 

(With  apologies  to  Ring  W.  Lardner) 

To  the  Editor  of  the  L.-W.-L.  "Life": 

I  have  been  assign  the  duty  of  writeing  the  Alumini  notes  for  the  commencement 
issue  of  this  periodical  and  I  would  like  to  say  in  behalf  of  said  Alumini  that  the  afore- 
mention  have  had  a  very  enjoyable  and  successful  season  according  to  the  poor  unfortunate 
people  which  meet  on  the  first  Monday  of  each  and  every  month  to  decide  the  important 
questions  which  concern  the  aforename  Alumini  and  which  call  theirself  the  Board  of 
Directors. 

On  acct.  of  the  fact  that  you  have  limited  my  space  I  will  be  unable  to  give  a  detail 
acct.  of  the  happenings  as  they  have  took  place  dureing  the  past  yr.  but  I  will  do  the  best 
in  my  power  concerning  same. 

Well  in  the  1  st  place  I  wish  to  mention  all  the  members  that  I  know  of  which  belong 
to  the  aforesaid  Board  of  Directors.  Well  the  Pres.  is  Doc.  Anderson  who  has  got  a 
lot  of  pep  but  he  aint  no  Doc.  and  he  should  be  call  Cocky  because  he  looks  like  it  some 
times.  The  Vice  Pres.  is  Beda  Berg  but  she  lives  in  San  Francisco.  The  Sec.  is  Carrie 
Howland  and  they  were  right  when  they  name  her  Carrie  because  she  carries  a  lot  of 
money  when  she  goes  home  after  the  annual  reunion  and  initiation  of  the  senior  class  and 
it  is  always  safe  in  her  keeping.  The  Treas.  is  Enid  Burns  who  claims  to  be  a  distinct 
relative  of  the  famous  Bobby.  Aside  from  the  officers  which  the  aforename  is  all  they 
is,  they  is  also  a  few  other  people  which  constitute  the  Board.  Among  these  is  Paul 
Heineman  who  use  to  be  quite  famous  once  as  a  ft.  ball  mgr.  but  he  lost  all  his  fame  when 
he  went  to  work  for  a  liveing.  Then  they  is  the  crazy  Frenchman  Sassus  who  has  as 
much  sense  as  a  certain  Doc.  I  have  already  mention  which  isnt  saying  much  for  the 
Frenchman  or  for  the  Doc.  Then  they  is  the  2  Gladyseses — Buck  and  Purcell  which  is 
2  important  members  of  the  Bd.  Then  they  is  Martha  Wickersham  which  reminds  me 
of  a  joke  what  was  pull  off  in  a  old  issue  of  this  periodical  some  time  a  go  and  it  went 
some  thing  like  this  "If  xxx  is  the  real  thing  is  Wickersham?"  Then  they  is  Ed  Kessler 
and  Hilmer  Eichorn  the  2  most  important  cogs  in  the  machine  which  must  be  well  oiled 
with  coffee  and  dough  nuts  after  each  and  every  performance  of  the  Bd.  The  other  lady 
member  of  the  Bd.  is  Stella  Galh  who  is  soon  going  to  leap  into  the  sea  of  matn-money 
but  she  is  not  afraid  to  sink  because  they  is  a  certain  red  headed  gent  what  is  going  to  leap 
at  the  same  time  and  his  name  is  Red  Carney.  Then  they  is  another  gent  member  of  the 
Bd.  name  Strife  which  I  dont  know  his  1st  name  and  I  guess  its  Storm  N. 

This  is  all  the  members  of  the  Bd.  of  Directors  that  I  know  of  so  if  nobody  feels 
slighted  everything  will  be  O.  K. 

The  next  question  of  import  is  what  is  some  of  the  members  of  the  Alumini  been  doing 
dureing  the  past  yr.     I  will  give  same  in  classical  order. 

Well  Jack  Uhte  '  1  0  and  wife  are  making  a  extended  tour  of  the  east  in  their  auto- 
mobile and  they  will  find  out  that  they  is  more  extension  to  the  east  than  to  the  trip  they 
make.  Mrs.  Jos.  Kelly  nee  Ora  Iverson  10  the  genial  ex-recorder  of  Lick  is  in  our 
mist  visiting  relations  and  friends  wile  the  Mr.  who  is  a  navy  officer  stationed  in  the  east 
will  have  to  warm  his  own  supper  in  the  eve.  when  he  comes  home  for  the  next  2  months 

(Continued   on    Page   45) 
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EDITORIAL 

THE  "Life"  is  an  excellent  name  for  the  journal  of  Lick-Wilmerding-Lux,  for  it 
combines  the  name  with  the  things  it  signifies.  In  the  journal,  we  have  a  record  of 
the  institutions,  events  and  successes  that  make  up  the  interest  and  life  of  the  school. 
These  bring  the  students  into  association  with  one  another — they  do  things  that,  besides 
giving  the  enjoyment  to  be  derived  from  achieving  a  result  or  from  simply  carrying  on  an 
enterprise,  help  in  developing  character,  judgment,  and  ability  to  "carry  on." 

The  amount  of  accomplishments  effected  by  the  student  activities  shows,  in  direct 
proportion,  the  pep  and  enthusiasm  of  the  supporters  of  these  enterprises.  Those  active 
in  student  affairs  can  look  back  on  what  they  have  done  and  be  reminded  of  the  pleasure 
and  profit  derived  from  their  activities.  Almost  every  student  of  these  schools  could  have 
interests  such  as  these  if  he  only  would.  This  term  there  has  not  been  very  satisfactory 
support  given  to  activities,  and  there  is  room  for  many  more  in  all  enterprises,  including 
athletics. 

Great  credit  must  be  given  to  those  fellows  who  practice  for  the  teams  that  have  no 
coach.  They  must  organize  themselves  into  a  smoothly  working  machine  and  must  find 
and  remedy  their  own  defects.  Their  efforts  are  perhaps  not  fully  appreciated  by  the 
school,  but  everyone  should  admire  them  for  the  up-hill  fight  they  are  waging.  We  have 
been  very  fortunate  in  securing  an  excellent  coach  for  football  and  baseball,  and  the  fact 
that  we  have  such  a  coach  has  increased  the  school  pep  considerably.  Everyone  who 
possibly  can  should  go  out  for  athletics.  Think  of  the  good  it  will  do  you,  fellows  and 
girls,  and  think  of  how  much  you  will  be  doing  to  keep  the  old  Tiger  spirit  flaming  high, 
and  come  out  with  loads  of  pep  in  support  of  your  school — coach  or  no  coach. 

Don't  let  just  a  few  manage  and  support  everything.  Get  into  the  running  yourself, 
and  don't  be  afraid  to  start  something  new.  Novelties  are  always  welcome — in  fact  a  few 
are  needed  around  this  school.  Everyone  seems  to  want  to  have  entertainments  given  by  the 
students.  These  are  indeed  a  fine  thing.  A  great  chance  is  open  to  someone  or  some 
organization  to  take  hold  and  institute  features  of  entertainment  at  regular  times  during  the 
school  year.  A  little  in  this  line  was  done  by  the  Senior  Stunt  Club  this  term.  A  contin- 
uation and  enlargement  of  this  should  take  place  and  we  will  be  sure  to  see  better  times. 
It  takes  pep,  though,  and  a  football  game  is  not  the  only  thing  that  will  bring  out  that  pep. 
Keep  up  the  spirit  aroused  by  football  and  apply  it  to  other  things  as  well  as  to  the  support 
of  your  teams. 

Be  a  booster!  Have  grit  and  determination!  Put  everything  you  can  into  your 
school  life  in  order  to  get  the  most  out  of  it.  Do  your  work  well,  and  support  your 
teachers,  as  well  as  the  student  activity  leaders,  and  you  will  certainly  gain  enough  enjoy- 
ment to  appreciate  the  fact  that  high  school  life  is  indeed  the  happiest  life  of  all. 


Thirty-nine 


Forty 


Forty- 


Forty-two 


I  lt| It))!  'I 


1)1   II 


IIIHIHHMI 


fijjw/iiiiiiyiiiiiiiir 


lliiiii 


0 II  IDHl/lllli)    I)        'llllli       illllllli 


*£  V'iiMjfi?^'* 


'.    '-  -  -<■  '>  i, 


I'lmuillJl''' 


.///""illlJIIII 


Forty-three 


L.  W.  L.  LIFE 


DEPARTMENTS 

CHEMISTRY 

Mr.  Tibbetts  has  quite  a  large  class  of  apprentices.  Among  the  Seniors  are: 
Schnutenhaus,  Young,  Whitman,  Lohry  and  Sam  Crowley.  They  have  been  working 
on  the  analysis  of  fats,  oils  and  other  substances. 

Among  the  Juniors  are:  "Little"  Lefkovitch,  Ashman,  Gale,  Bouquet  and  Hebgen. 
They  have  been  working  on  the  usual  experiments,  none  of  which  have  exploded  yet. 

Mr.  Tibbetts  still  believes  that  some  of  them  may  become  chemists  some  day. 

FREE-HAND  DRAWING 

The  "young  hopeful"  artists  have  progressed  very  well  in  the  usual  course  of 
sketching,  designing,  water  coloring  and  poster  work.  Miss  Boulware  keeping  up  with 
her  many  duties  splendidly.  The  posters  were  quite  satisfactory,  showing  some  promising 
talent  among  the  boys.  The  Seniors,  doing  pen  work  and  facial  expression,  have  done 
quite  well,  and  the  art  work  for  the  "Life"  was  completed  early  in  the  term.  Price,  a 
special  student  in  commercial  art,  has  produced  good  work  of  various  kinds.  Taylor 
has  dashed  off  a  good  many  cartoons,  besides  the  other  "Life"  work,  and  Cerkel  has 
ambitions  of  being  a  cartoonist  himself  some  day. 

ELECTRIC  SHOP 

Mr.  Jones  and  Mr.  Wright  have  kept  everyone  busy,  and  some  fine  work  has 
resulted  from  the  industry  of  the  shop.  Battery  work,  motor  work  and  applied  electrics 
have  been  taught.  Allen  has  wound  two  motors,  and,  much  to  his  surprise,  they  both  run. 
A  new  switchboard,  properly  labeled  'n  everything,  has  been  installed  as  an  improvement. 
The  shop  has  been  remodeled,  with  the  assistance  of  Messrs.  McLeran  and  Bettin,  and 
now  it  has  a  classroom,  a  battery  room  and  an  ignition  room.  Also,  there  is  a  new  engine 
lathe  and  a  motor  testing  stand. 

The  young  electricians  have  done  their  work  faithfully.  Wessel,  Keilbar  and 
Scalmanini  did  a  good  deal  of  wiring  and  general  electric  work.  Seabrook,  Kendall, 
Walters,  Farrel,  Baker  and  Callopy  are  other  members  of  the  "staff"  and  they  have 
acquired  much  useful  ability  in  handling  electric  appliances. 

No  casualties  have  occurred  other  than  hooking  up  batteries  backwards  and  blowing 
fuses.     Allen  holds  the  record,  for  he  blew  twenty  fuses  in  one  day. 

FORGE  SHOP 

The  blacksmiths  have  completed  the  fire  escapes  and  now  they  are  praying  that 
the  disciples  of  Vulcan  will  hold  off  their  testing  party  until  the  pretty  ladders  can  be 
installed.     Also,  Mr.  Merrill's  ground  breakers  have  been  completed. 

There  are  no  apprentices  in  the  "sweat"  shop,  but  the  "Frosh"  continue  to  develop 
eye-strain  from  the  smoke,  sore  toes  from  dropping  their  tongs,  and  plenty  of  holey  overalls 
caused  by  singeing.  Mr.  Mathis  keeps  praying  that  some  day  he'll  get  a  regular  crew 
in  hand.  He  deserves  one,  too,  for  his  patient  explanations  of  welding,  tempering  and 
hammering  should  not  be  wasted.     Not  that  they  are  wasted  now! — oh,  my!  no! 


Forty-four 


L.  W.  L.  LIFE 


AUTO  SHOP 

"Prof."  Herbert's  "grease  hounds"  have  lived  up  to  the  name,  as  their  overalls 
can  testify.  Besides  the  beginners  in  the  mysteries  of  automobile  construction,  there  are 
several  specialists  in  the  shop.  Carney  performs  very  nicely  as  an  installer  of  piston 
rings.  Dyson  and  Brodmerkel  are  famous  as  Ford  specialists,  due  to  their  tremendous 
success  in  overhauling  Bill  Pappas'  pet  flivver.  "Mac,"  whoever  he  is,  has  been  somewhat 
overworked  by  the  large  amount  of  valve  grinding  to  be  done. 

SHEET  METAL  AND  PLUMBING 

The  Freshmen  in  Mr.  Woods'  shop  still  consume  the  usual  amount  of  solder  on  their 
exercises.     Some  of  these  are  learning  to  cut  and  thread  pipe. 

The  ex-service  men  are  doing  most  of  the  plumbing.  Two  of  them  are  fitting  the 
new  battery  room  with  running  water.     This  shop  is  very  busy  this  term. 

PATTERN  SHOP 

Mr.  McLeran  is  without  apprentices  this  term,  but  is  getting  along  just  as  well,  as  he 
has  some  ex-soldiers  who  have  been  doing  the  general  pattern  work.  Last  quarter  the 
patterns  for  Mr.  Herbert's  hydraulic  press  were  made.  Trask  is  the  only  advanced  pupil 
in  making  table  lamps.     "Mac"  has  a  wooden  horse  to  finish  before  the  end  of  the  term. 

The  '24J  boys  are  now  doing  their  exercises  on  the  lathe,  and  they  will  be  finished 
soon. 


THE  ALUMNI  REVIEW 

(Continued  from  Page  38) 

which  is  how  long  Ora  will  stay  in  S.  F.  Bert  Harrington  I  7  is  engaged  to  Miss  Ruth 
Clark  and  they  will  soon  leap  into  the  sea  of  matri-money  hand  in  hand  which  is  all  right 
if  you  are  a  good  swimmer  like  they.  Swede  Hansen  1  7  expects  to  make  army  life  his 
career  which  is  great  expectations  for  a  big  swede — as  you  were,  wile  his  sister  Amelie  1  7 
has  give  up  hospital  work  and  is  staying  home  which  is  a  bout  the  most  popular  career 
a  mong  the  young  ladies  of  the  female  sex.  Hossie  Rolph  1  8  who  was  capt.  of  the  famous 
Tigers  which  beat  Lowell  1  3-0  back  in  1917  is  engaged  to  Miss  Dorothy  Lindsay  of 
Hawaii  which  is  where  Hossie  is  in  business. 

The  members  of  the  Xmas  class  of  1 920  went  out  into  the  cruel  world  6  months 
a  go  and  they  think  they  can  conquer  it  which  is  a  lot  of  nerve  and  I  think  they  are  kidding 
theirself  and  this  is  my  opinion  which  I  dont  care  if  no  body  agrees  with  it. 

Well  Frank  Collins  late  Pres.  of  the  Student  Body  and  Prof.  Wm.  Beale  are 
drafting  for  the  Union  Iron  Works.  Earl  Soiland  is  engage  in  the  scientific  art  of  hitting 
nails  with  a  hammer  and  filling  cracks  with  sawdust  and  glue.  McClinton  ex-ed.  of  this 
periodical  and  Schmeider  and  Koch  are  at  Stanford.  The  former  1  has  ambitions  of 
be  coming  a  lawyer,  wile  the  latter  2  has  same  of  becoming  electrical  engineers.  Jerry 
Kelleher  is  engage  at  the  Bank  of  Italy  and  to  show  you  how  ambitious  he  is  why  he 
says  he  will  be  Pres.  of  the  bank  some  day. 

Another  thing  of  great  import  which  happen  dureing  the  past  yr.  is  the  Alumini  ft. 
ball  team  which  was  coach  by  Johnny  Johnson  and  Red  Cerkel.  Aside  from  a  lot  of 
disappointment  we  got  a  lot  of  bruises  and  charley  horses  inflicted  by  such  heavy  weights 
as  Cocky  Ayers  and  Fat  Anderson  and  the  one  which  got  the  most  bruises  was  Deacon 
Duckel  because  they  is  more  longitute  on  him  than  on  any  other  member  of  the  squad. 
The  team  should  be  a  strong  aggregation  this  season  on  acct.  of  the  strength  of  the  2 1 
class  and  also  because  everybody  is  strong  for  the  ft.  ball  team  and  the  Alumini. 

Three  cheers!  ..jACK»   D    SAGUES. 
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LUX  PRESIDENT'S  MESSAGE 

By  LOUISE  VALCI 
LAS!    the  time  has  come  when  I  must  depart  from  Lux.     Even  though  I  shall  attend 


A 


no  more,  I  shall  never  forget  the  word  Lux — Light  of  the  West.  What  a  world  of 
meaning  that  one  word  has!  And  as  the  close  of  the  Senior  year  approaches  its  meaning 
seems  to  grow  even  many  fold. 

As  Seniors  we  have  aimed  to  shew  our  appreciation  of  all  that  this  institution  stands 
for.  The  result  was  a  term  of  success.  All  our  rallies,  parties  and  dances  have  been 
successful.  Our  first  rally  was  held  in  the  Lux  corridor.  The  purpose  was  to  greet  the 
Freshmen  and  to  arouse  their  interest  in  the  school  activities.  The  Low  Sophomores 
entertained  with  a  stunt  that  everyone  enjoyed. 

The  next  rally  was  for  students  of  all  three  schools.  Held  on  the  Lux  roof,  and 
presided  over  by  President  Whitman  of  the  Lick-Wilmerding  Student  Body,  its  purpose 
was  to  urge  support  for  school  activities. 

On  behalf  of  the  Lux  Student  Body  I  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  Lux 
Faculty  for  the  time  and  trouble  that  they  have  taken  to  help  us  make  this  term  a  success. 
It  was  because  of  their  co-operation  and  especially  that  of  Miss  Otto  that  everything  was 
at  its  best.  Girls,  it  is  hard  to  realize  all  that  Miss  Otto  has  done  for  us,  and  once  more 
on  behalf  of  the  Lux  Student  Body  I  thank  her. 

Before  closing  I  want  to  urge  every  Lux  girl  to  keep  alive  the  same  spirit  and  the 
same  support  that  has  been  in  evidence  this  term.  The  next  president  cannot  fail  if  she 
receives  united  and  constant  support  from  the  Student  Body. 


LICK  PRESIDENTS  MESSAGE 

Bu  WALT  WHITMAN 

MOST  of  us  undoubtedly  do  not  realize  the  fact  that  the  past  four  years  which  we 
have  spent  in  this  school  have  been  perhaps  the  happiest  of  our  days. 

We  started  the  new  year  off  properly,  in  my  estimation,  with  a  snappy  and  peppy 
"Freshman  Rally."  We  greeted  the  newcomers  like  old  pals  and  not  like  strangers. 
Like  all  L.-W.  Freshmen,  they  were  immediately  overcome  with  the  old  "Tiger  Spirit," 
the  fight  and  snap  that  carries  every  L.-W.  man  through  the  hardest  time  he  might 
encounter. 

For  the  past  few  terms  we  have  been  in  a  very  unsettled  condition  inasmuch  as  we 
have  not  had  any  definite  place  to  hold  our  rallies. 

Occasionally  we  have  journeyed  up  to  the  "Lux  Pergola"  to  have  our  meetings. 
These  were  indeed  quite  successful,  the  only  difficulty  being  that  the  acoustics  of  the  place 
are  very  poor  and  the  music  from  our  several  "jazz"  orchestras  "jazzed"  elsewhere. 

The  majority  of  our  rallies,  however,  were  held  up  on  the  campus  on  the  stairs  near 
the  "North  Gate"  under  the  "Wilmerding  Tower." 

Believing  this  to  be  a  very  appropriate  time  for  thanking  the  Student  Body,  I  should 
like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  congratulate  the  boys  on  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
supported  the  various  student  activities  and  to  thank  them  for  the  support  they  have  given 
me  during  my  term  as  president  of  Lick-Wilmerding. 

My  last  word  is  one  of  appreciation  to  the  members  of  the  faculty  for  their  kind 
regard  and  help. 
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L.  W.  SENIORS 

The  Christmas  class  of  1921  has  just  completed  the  most  pleasing  semester  of  its 
three  and  a  half  years  of  high  school  life.  This  class,  though  small,  has  taken  an  active 
part  in  all  school  affairs  and  has  its  members  represented  in  practically  every  activity. 

The  officers  who  led  the  class  during  the  spring  semester  were:  Gerald  Ahern, 
president;  Henry  Thompson,  vice-president;  Harry  Pomin,  secretary;  Ira  Coburn, 
treasurer ;   Adolph   Luthi,   board   of   control   member,    and   Fred    Mills,   sergeant-at-arms. 

The  class  has  always  supported  athletics  to  the  best  of  its  ability,  and  this  year 
saw  us  out  in  full  strength  upholding  the  various  teams.  Luthi  was  captain  of  the  hundred 
pound  team,  which  placed  second  in  the  league;  Thompson,  as  captain  of  the  forty-fives, 
was  ably  supported  by  Ahern  at  center,  while  Hope,  as  forward,  and  Remensperger,  as 
guard,  worked  their  hardest  to  make  the  unlimited  team  a  success.  The  baseball  team 
was  managed  by  Thompson,  and  Luthi  held  down  the  second  sack.  The  latter  also 
represented  us  in  track,  while  Remensperger  swam  on  the  big  team. 

This  being  our  Senior  year,  we  have  taken  a  prominent  place  in  Student  Body 
affairs,  with  Cerkel  as  school  yell  leader  and  Hope  and  Remensperger  as  associate  editor 
and  manager,  respectively.  These  two  will  issue  our  edition  of  the  L.-W.-L.  "Life" 
next  fall.  We  were  also  represented  at  the  Cafeteria  by  Hazlett,  who  will  next  semester 
steer  the  good  ship  "Palace  of  Fine  Eats"  clear  of  the  shoals  of  bankruptcy. 

As  a  grand  finale  to  this  term  we  assisted  the  June  class  of  '2 1  in  putting  over  a 
big  Senior  theater  party  at  the  Alcazar  on  May  20.  The  name  of  the  play  was  "Turn 
to  the  Right,"  and  it  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  all  present.  Many  congratulations  were 
received  by  the  Seniors  on  the  success  of  the  party;  and  so  the  '2 IX  class  takes  this  oppor- 
tunity to  thank  cur  committeeman,  "Bud"   Coburn,   for  his  untiring  and  unfailing  work. 

All  that  remains  is  one  short  semester  of  our  existence  as  a  class,  and  we  are  facing 
that  term  confident  of  leaving  behind  us,  when  all  is  over,  a  name  to  be  regarded  with 
admiration. 
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The  fact  that  the  class  has  only  one  more  year  in  which  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  its 
school  makes  each  member  eager  to  do  her  best  to  make  '22J  the  leading  class  of  the 
school. 

A  great  many  of  our  class  belong  to  the  Glee  Club,  to  the  Forum,  and  to  the 
Camera  Club.  The  Hikers  Club,  which  is  a  new  organization,  contains  a  very  large 
number  cf    22]  girls. 

Baseball  is  a  sport  in  which  the  girls  of  our  class  have  shown  a  keen  interest.  They 
have  come  out  and  practiced  well,  and  we  are  certain  that  our  representatives  will  become 
good  players. 

The  class  had  a  most  successful  basket-ball  season.  Our  players  did  not  stop  when 
they  defeated  the  classes  at  Lux,  but  also  defeated  every  outside  team  which  they  played. 

Our  capable  president,  Ellen  Knoles.  has  led  us  very  well  and  wisely.  She  has  done 
her  utmost  to  make  her  class  the  leading  one  in  the  school.  The  girls  realize  her  efforts 
and  wish  to  thank  her.  The  other  officers  for  the  year  were:  E.  Wilfert,  vice-president; 
M.  Cavanaugh,  secretary;  B.  Hill,  sergeant-at-arms,  and  Mildred  Schubert,  yell  leader. 
We  girls  also  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  '22X  class  for  its  kind 
invitation  to  the  Junior  Freshman  reception. 

1  he  '22X  class  has  entered  upon  its  Junior  year,  and  the  members  certainlv  have 
made  a  success  of  the  last  semester.  At  their  first  meeting  they  elected  the  following 
officers:  President,  Ethel  Bermingham;  vice-president,  Alice  Trefz;  secretary,  Elizabeth 
Nye;  sergeant-at-arms,  Claudia  Ewing;  yell  leader,  Julia  Barwald.  Under  such  capable 
leadership  the  class  has  become  one  of  the  most  prominent  in  the  school. 

.At  the  no^nins?  rally  of  the  semester  a  stunt  was  presented  by  '22X  which  was 
enjoyed  by  all  the  girls.  It  was  very  original  and  gave  the  new  Freshmen  an  excellent 
idea  of  some  of  the  rules  and  traditions  of  the  school.  On  March  1  6,  in  conjunction 
with  the  '22X  boys  a  welcome  reception  was  given  to  the  '24X  class  on  the  Lux  roof. 
All  enjoyed  themselves — even  the  Freshmen,  who  were  coaxed  to  forget  their  bashfulness 
and  dance  and  enjoy  themselves.  On  April  30  the  '22X  class  again  entertained  the  '24X 
class  with  a  wonderful  picnic  at  Pinehurst. 

The  '22~X.  girls  supported  all  school  activities  exceedingly  well.  They  took  an 
active  part  in  the  Glee  Club.  In  athletics,  baseball  occupied  most  of  their  time.  In 
swimming,  Ethel  Bermingham  is  the  most  prominent  mermaid. 
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The  men  who  piloted  us  through  this  successful  term  were:  President,  Harold 
Jacobs;  vice-president,  Harry  Meyers;  board  member,  Jack  Younger;  treasurer,  Lefcovich; 
sergeant-at-arms,  William  Johnston,  and  yell  leader.  Burroni. 

Our  members  who  were  on  the  various  teams  were:  "Frankie"  Gilmour  and  Captain 
"Chink"  Jacobs,  unlimited  basket-ball;  "Red"  Johnston  and  "Tiny"  Donove,  100-pound 
basket-ball;  "Spec"  Sherwood,  130-pound  basket-ball;  "Chink"  Jacobs,  "Hick" 
Younger  and  "Bugs"  Burroni,  baseball.  Furthermore,  in  track  we  were  represented  by 
Sherwood,  "Goldie"  Silver  and  Walt  Simi  on  the  unlimited,  and  by  "Noisy"  Maley  and 
"Red"  Johnston  on  the  weight  team.  In  the  weight  interclass  we  suffered  our  first  defeat, 
but  in  the  unlimited  meet  we  raised  our  colors  high  in  victory.  In  tennis  we  had  "Dink" 
Ashman,  who  captained  that  team,  while  "Alameda"  Mills  and  Manager  "Ike"  Moran 
did  fine  work  for  the  swimming  team. 

The  class  held  a  very  enjoyable  hike  to  Muir  Woods,  and  many  turned  out  to 
enjoy  the  fun. 

Looking  back  over  a  very  active  and  successful  semester,  the  Christmas  class  of  '22 
sees  standing  high  and  alone  many  new  branches  of  activities.  Chief  among  these  is  the 
class  quintet,  composed  of  Herndon,  Meyer,  Alexander,  McMahon  and  Greenough. 
These  fellows  sang  at  the  Alumni  rally  and  those  who  heard  them  can  speak  well  for  the 
enterprise  and  pep  of  the  singers. 

On  March  1  7  a  dance  was  given  to  the  Freshmen,  on  the  Lux  roof,  and  as  a  further 
welcome  to  the  "Freshies"  a  big  picnic  was  held  in  their  honor  at  Pinehurst  on  April  30. 
Both  events  were  highly  successful,  stunts  and  dancing  helping  to  make  the  outing  a  huge 
success. 

The  class  enjoyed  an  important  part  in  athletics,  track  being  the  major  sport,  in 
which  Atkinson,  E.  Smith,  Price  and  Grubstick  represented  us.  Swimming  had  a  good 
mainstay  in  Kendall.  Lowry  and  Miland  were  on  the  baseball  team,  while  E.  Meyer 
starred  on  the  1  I  0-pound  basket-ball  team  and  Steinberg  captained  the  1  30-pound  quintet. 

The  officers  for  this  stellar  semester  were:  Steinberg,  president;  Cooke,  vice-president; 
E.  Smith,  secretary;  Pearson,  treasurer;  McMahon,  board  of  control  member;  C.  Smith, 
yell  leader,  and  Kendall,  sergeant-at-arms. 
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The  High  Sophomores  retained  as  their  officers:  Mildred  McLaughlin,  president; 
Sarah  Barnum,  vice-president,  and  Alice  Randolph,  secretary.  These  girls  worked  hard 
and  have  succeeded  in  keeping  up  the  enthusiasm  of  all  the  girls.  The  first  social  event 
was  a  dance  given  for  the  members  of  the  class  only,  and  promoted  the  acquaintance 
between  the  boys  and  girls.     Later  in  the  semester  a  dance  was  given  to  the  Senior  class. 

The  class  has  been  prominent  in  athletics.  Mildred  McLaughlin  is  the  class  tennis 
star.  In  baseball,  Mildred  McLaughlin,  Sarah  Barnum,  Azalea  Meeth  and  Florence 
Lyttle  are  fast  becoming  experts  at  the  game.  This  class  has  been  very  enthusiastic,  and 
if  they  keep  up  their  gcod  record  they  will  follow  in  the  long  line  of  successful  Lux  classes. 

At  the  first  meeting  of  the  semester  the  '23X  girls  elected  class  officers  for  their 
Sophomore  year.  Ruth  McCoy  was  re-elected  class  president.  The  other  girls  selected 
to  hold  offices  were:  Isabel  Campbell,  vice-president;  Ethel  Lewis,  secretary;  Anna 
Schultz,  yell  leader;  Esther  Levy,  sergeant-at-arms ;  Mildred  Fagan  and  Relma  Jamison, 
board  of  control  members.  These  girls  have  proved  themselves  very  capable  and  have 
kept  up  the  spirit  of  the  class. 

The  girls  gave  as  a  stunt  at  a  Lux  rally  a  clever  little  sketch  on  "Bluebeard."  It 
was  well  done  and  drew  many  laughs  from  their  audience.  The  class  has  had  a  successful 
term  socially.  The  girls  have  been  teaching  the  boys  the  fine  art  of  dancing,  and  the 
result  of  their  efforts  was  a  real  get-acquainted  party  in  the  form  of  a  cafeteria  lunch  and 
dance  on  the  Lux  roof.  All  who  attended  enjoyed  themselves  immensely  and  are  looking 
forward  to  future  social  events. 

In  athletics,  the  girls  have  mainly  supported  baseball.  The  class  is  small,  but  the 
members  do  their  best  in  all  sports  and  always  support  student  activities. 
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LICK-WILMERDING  SOPHOMORES 

With  capable  leadership  and  with  plenty  of  pep  and  support  for  the  school,  the 
"Sophs."  have  demonstrated  that  they  are  worthy  of  a  high  place  in  the  ranks  of  Lick 
students.  The  '2 3 J  class  had  for  its  officers  the  following  fellows,  each  of  whom  performed 
the  duties  of  office  in  a  highly  pleasing  way:  W.  Smith,  chief  gavel-wielder ;  A.  Derre, 
second  in  command;  F.  Daly,  minute-man;  R.  McGuire,  guardian  of  finance;  F.  Miehle, 
administrator  of  law  and  order;  E.  Rich,  legislator  on  the  "board";  and  Bowen.  howl- 
extractor. 

The  athletes  of  the  class  made  quite  a  showing.  Lichtenberg  was  on  the  football, 
swimming  and  tennis  teams.  In  basket-ball  Kotta,  Bowen  and  Meyer  were  stars,  while 
Derre,  Cameron  and  Bowen  threw  a  mean  horsehide  in  the  national  sport.  Dunn's  tennis 
playing  was  quite  a  feature  and  he  was  on  the  swimming  team,  as  were  Knipe  and  Hoffman. 
In  track  the  '23J  fellows  were  Daly,  Millet  and  Smith. 

In  social  affairs  the  class  was  active,  two  dances  being  given  at  Lux,  and  one  class 
picnic.  The  inter-class  debating  title  was  won  by  '23's  team,  which  worked  hard  for 
that  victory. 

The  Low  Sophomores  also  came  through  with  a  good  deal  of  support  and  they  had 
a  term  of  success.  The  officers  of  the  class  were:  Watson,  heap  big  chief;  Crane,  silent  (?) 
partner;  Best,  clerk  of  the  tribe;  Haase,  collector  of  revenue;  Bauer,  chief  head-hunter; 
Buchholz,  war-councillor;  and  Bjork,  extortionistic  screech-leader. 

Many  basket-ball  players  hailed  from  '23X — Anderson,  Greene,  Crane,  Barthold, 
Panella  and  Sommerfeld  making  teams.  Crane  and  Clyde  were  on  the  baseball  aggre- 
gation, while  Legallet  and  Crane  showed  seme  speed  in  track  and  swimming,  respectively. 

'23X  planned  to  conduct  several  social  events,  but  the  only  one  that  materialized 
was  a  luncheon  at  Lux  on  April  1  2,  with  dancing  afterwards.  The  music  was  rendered 
by  the  class  "jazz"  band,  which  is  not  a  bad  bunch  of  syncopators. 

The  classes  of  1923,  J  and  X,  will  undoubtedly  be  very  prominent  in  all  school 
affairs  in  years  to  come  and  they  will  keep  the  Tiger  spirit  at  its  best  by  the  enthusiasm 
with  which  they  seem  to  be  endowed. 
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LUX  FRESHMEN 

The  Class  of  '24J  is  still  the  same  active  and  independent  class  that  entered  in 
August  of   1920. 

Our  class  officers  are:  Maud  Knoles,  president;  Dolores  O'Donnel,  vice-president; 
Betty  Duckel,  secretary,  and  Helen  Mahoney,  yell  leader.  The  members  of  our  class 
have  shown  much  enthusiasm  concerning  the  activities  this  term,  and  many  of  them  have 
joined  our  baseball  team.  Headed  by  Captain  Maud  Knoles,  we  made  a  great  effort 
to  win  the  inter-class  in  baseball  this  term. 

The  dance  that  we  gave  to  the  '24X  class  proved  to  be  a  great  success.  The  games 
and  dancing  were  enjoyed  by  all  who  were  present,  and  the  music  furnished  by  the  24J 
"jazz"  orchestra  was  worthy  of  praise. 

The  chaperones  were  Miss  Fasset  and  Mrs.  Stephenson,  of  Lux.  while  other 
members  of  the  Faculty  were  present  also. 

We,  the  '24X  class,  have  been  in  Lux  only  a  short  time  but  we  feel  that  we  have 
the  true  Lux  spirit.  We  wish  to  thanks  those  girls  who  were  temporary  officers:  Grace 
Neubauer,  president;  Cecelia  Bertocchi,  vice-president;  Martha  Samuels,  secretary. 

On  March  15  we  held  an  election  for  class  officers.  We  elected:  Alice  Stager, 
president;  Frances  Compagno,  vice-president;  Charlotte  Sauvee,  secretary;  Marjorie 
Conner,  sergeant-at-arms ;  Irma  Menzies,  yell  leader. 

One  of  the  pleasures  of  this  semester  was  a  tea  given  in  the  Lux  living  room  by 
the  '24X  class.  The  *24X  girls  wish  to  thank  Miss  Otto  for  the  delightful  tea  that  she 
planned  for  them  and  also  for  the  many  other  pleasures  that  she  has  given  them. 

We  are  represented  in  the  various  clubs  in  the  school:  Glee  Club,  Camera  Club, 
Forum,  Hiker's  Club  and  the  Swimming  Club.  The  class  is  proud  of  its  baseball 
players,  and  is  indeed  proud  of  its  baseball  team. 

The  class  wishes  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  Juniors  for  the  delightful 
reception  which  was  given  in  honor  of  us.  The  dance,  which  was  held  on  the  Lux  roof, 
was  enjoyed  by  all. 


Fifty-six 


L.  W.  L.  LIFE 


L.  W.  FRESHMEN 

The  June  '24  class  has  ended  the  year  with  a  record  worthy  of  any  class  and 
particularly  creditable  to  a  first-year  organization.  The  fellows  who  piloted  the  class 
this  term  were:  Lawrence,  president;  Brandon,  vice-president;  Jacobs,  secretary;  Mooney, 
treasurer ;  Thompson,  board  of  control  member,  and  Cook,  sergeant-at-arms,  while  Bayley 
jazzed  off  some  good  yells. 

The  class  was  represented  in  every  sport  except  tennis.  "Red"  Chisholm,  "our 
hero,"  played  on  the  unlimited  basket-ball  team  and  he  took  two  second  places  in  the 
senior  track  inter-class.  The  other  track  supporters  were:  Cook,  Kidwell,  Moran, 
Brandon,  Keeble,  Kearney,  Cannon  and  Mooney.  Basket-ball  had  several  of  our 
members,  namely,  Brandon,  Kidwell,  Moran,  Mooney  and  Bayley. 

The  debaters  from    24 J  were:    Aaron,  Figel  and  Jacobs. 

One  of  our  first  stunts  on  assuming  our  own  management  was  to  give  a  dance, 
music  being  furnished  by  the  '24J  orchestra  under  the  able  leadership  of  Ralph  Dolphner, 
and  the  "hop"  was  quite  a  success. 

The  Christmas  class  of  '24  has  just  finished  its  first  semester  in  our  school.  It  was 
a  term  of  activity  and  success,  due  to  the  fine  selection  of  class  officers  and  the  quick 
grasping  of  the  Tiger  spirit  by  the  "Freshies."  The  executive  officers  were  appointed  by 
the  Faculty,  and  were:  President,  Wm.  G.  Hazlett  '2 IX;  vice-president.  Ashman  '22 J ; 
secretary-  treasurer,  Greenough  '22X;  board  of  control,  G.  Lawrence,  21  J. 

At  the  second  meeting  of  our  semester  an  election  was  held  for  yell  leader  and 
sergeant-at-arms.      Bristow  and  Hansman  were  elected  to  the  respective  positions. 

The  class  has  been  well  forward  in  school  activities,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  track 
inter-class.  By  co-operating  with  '24J  we  won  the  weight  division,  which  is  a  noteworthy 
event  for  a  Freshman  class. 

The  musical  talent  of  the  class  is  eager  to  do  its  part,  so  we  are  trying  to  bring  back 
the  much-needed  school  orchestra. 

As  a  climax  to  our  successful  entrance  into  school  affairs,  the  '22X  class  gave  a 
reception  and  picnic  in  our  honor  and  so  we  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  members 
of  '22X  for  the  reception  and  dance  on  the  Lux  roof  and  the  picnic  at  Pinehurst. 
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SOCIAL  EVENTS 

EXHIBITION  DAY 

As  part  of  the  program  at  the  annual  Exhibition  Day  held  at  Lux,  May  4,  1921. 
a  dancing  spectacle  entitled  "The  Pageant  of  the  Hours"  was  presented  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Fasset,  physical  director.  Despite  the  rain  the  girls  carried  on  their 
program  with  true  Lux  spirit,  and  in  spite  of  difficulties  made  the  day  a  success. 

The  pageant  told  of  a  mortal  child  before  whom  the  hours  of  the  day  pass  and 
tell  her  of  the  gifts  they  bring.  The  girls,  in  their  colorful  costumes  and  with  graceful 
dancing  interpreted  the  moods  cf  the  hours  of  the  day  most  vividly  and  presented  a  colorful 
picture  against  the  backgrounds  of  greens.  Those  in  the  pageant  were:  The  Child, 
Charlotte  Sauvee;  Dawn,  Elizabeth  Nye;  Sunrise,  Lois  Williams;  Morning  Hours, 
Roberta  Boldt,  Mable  Galli  and  Helen  Best;  Noon,  Thais  Kirkpatrick;  Afternoon 
Hours,  Marvel  Dobbs,  Esther  Levy;  Twilight,  Betty  Anne  Hill,  and  Night,  Olive 
Barnum. 

In  conjunction  with  the  pageant  a  musical  program  was  rendered  by  the  Glee  Club 
and  the  L.-W.-L.  Instrumental  Trio  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Bender.  The  girls  of 
the  Glee  Club  showed  their  excellent  training,  especially  the  girls  who  sang  in  the  Quartette, 
who  gave  very  delightful  renditions  of  their  numbers. 

THEATRE  PARTY  AT  THE  ALCAZAR,  MAY  20 

It  was  very  hard  to  start  anything  in  the  social  line  this  term,  somehow.  The  idea 
of  a  dance  was  thought  of  seriously,  but  was  rejected.  A  theatre  party  was  hit  up  as  a 
novel  solution  of  the  problem,  and,  after  the  usual  crepe-hangers  had  done  their  worst,  it 
was  pushed  very  hard  in  an  endeavor  to  make  it  a  success.  The  committee  in  charge  was 
Nourse  of  '2 1  J  and  Coburn  of  '2 1 X.  All  the  other  Seniors  worked  for  it  fairly  well, 
the  Alumni  supported  it  generously,  and,  while  not  yielding  so  much  as  a  dance  would 
have,  the  affair  was  successful.  "Turn  to  the  Right"  was  a  most  delightful  play  and  the 
occasion  was  enjoyed  by  everyone  in  attendance. 


THE  FACE  IN  THE  CROWD 

By  MYRNA  RICHARDS 

The  sweetest  face  in  all  the  crowd, 
Passing  as  quickly  as  a  wind-blown  cloud. 
Leaving  impressions  of  lilac  and  violet. 
With  visions  of  perfect  peace  and  quiet. 

A  fleeting  shadow  of  time 

In  perfect  harmony  and  rhyme, 

A  vision  fair  and  wise, 

In  the  tender  blue  eyes 

The  wintry  snows  of  age 
Fled  from  their  icy  cage. 
Forming  into  silvery  glistening  strands 
Into  a  crown  of  glory  by  her  hands. 
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ORGANIZATIONS 

THE  CAMERA  CLUB 

The  Lick-Wilmerding  Camera  Club,  which  is  the  most  active  organization  in  the 
school,  enjoyed  a  quite  successful  semester.  All  the  rudiments  of  photography  are  being 
taught  to  the  members.  Many  students  of  the  school  are  taking  advantage  of  these 
opportunities  of  learning  photography  as  is  shown  by  the  membership,  which  has  trebled 
during  the  last  six  months.  The  Camera  Club  is  also  holding  a  photography  contest  to 
promote  interest  in  the  Club.  Valuable  prizes  are  given  away  every  month  to  the 
members  who  submit  the  best  prints. 

The  faculty  has  improved  the  dark  rooms  and  rebuilt  the  lockers.  The  Club  has 
purchased  new  printing  frames  and  installed  a  printing  box.  The  enlarging  camera  has 
been  repaired  so  that  it  may  be  at  the  service  of  the  Club's  members.  The  Camera  Club 
has  also  inaugurated  a  supply  department.  Photographic  supplies  are  being  bought  by 
the  Club  at  wholesale  prices  and  sold  to  the  members  at  cost. 

The  Camera  Club  has  also  been  active  in  social  activities.  On  April  1  6  the  Club, 
together  with  the  Lux  Camera  Club,  held  a  hike  to  Muir  Woods,  but  could  get  no 
pictures,  owing  to  the  rain.  The  annual  Camera  Club  Day  was  held  in  May.  Practically 
the  whole  school  attended  the  photographic  exhibit.  The  dance,  which  was  given  after 
the  exhibit  was  completed,  was  enjoyed  by  everyone. 

Miss  Boulware  has  been  very  instrumental  in  the  Camera  Club's  success.  The  Club 
wishes  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  Miss  Boulware  for  her  kind  assistance,  which 
they  greatly  appreciated. 

The  Club  was  led  by  capable  officers,  who  did  their  utmost  to  boost  it.  These 
officers  were:  A.  L.  Mecredy,  president;  B.  Hebgen,  vice-president;  L.  Thompson, 
secretary;  R.  M.  Scott,  treasurer;  W.  Fitch,  sergeant-at-arms. 

DEBATING 

A  few  events  have  taken  place  this  term  to  show  that  formal  argumentation  is  not 
entirely  a  lost  art  in  Lick-Wilmerding.  Plans  were  laid  for  an  active  season,  but  the 
support  was  rather  weak  and  the  debaters  could  not  do  so  much  as  they  expected  to. 
Tryouts  were  held  for  the  individual  speaking  team  in  the  middle  of  the  term.  That  team 
went  against  some  strong  competition  in  the  contest  at  Girls'  High  in  March,  and  came 
fifth.     A.  Meyer  was  the  star  speaker  for  us. 

On  April  1 5  a  very  interesting  debate  was  held  between  '23 J  and  '22J  on  the 
question,  "Resolved,  That  all  nations  should  agree  to  disarm."  The  contest  was  spirited, 
and  '23J  won  by  the  good  work  of  Cerf,  Goodday  and  Rich,  who  upheld  the  negative. 
The  '22J  speakers  were  Olive  Barnum,  Sum,  and  Meyer. 

L.  W.  CAFETERIA 

The  Cafeteria  has  just  completed  one  of  its  most  successful  terms.  This  project 
has  been  one  of  the  best  of  our  school  enterprises.  Alterations,  designed  to  increase  the 
efficiency  of  the  "Caf"  are  in  progress  on  the  equipment.  The  policy  of  having  as  servers 
representatives  from  every  class  of  the  school  has  been  inaugurated  this  term,  and  good 
success  was  obtained  by  this  arrangement.  Careful  management  has  enable  the  "chow 
factory"  to  take  in  an  average  of  fifty  dollars  a  day  and  to  clear  a  profit  of  about  sixty 
dollars  monthly.     This  money  has  been  used  to  swell  the  funds  of  the  "Life." 

Manager  Hornlein  and  his  assistant,  W.  Hazlett,  wish  to  thank  the  Student  Body 
for  its  hearty  co-operation  in  supporting  the  "Palace  Grill." 
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THE  FORUM 

The  Forum  is  a  club  which  has  as  its  objects  the  cultivation  of  self-expression  and 
the  promotion  of  sociability  among  the  classes. 

At  each  meeting  a  new  program  including  debates,  recitations  and  readings  is 
presented  by  the  members. 

The  Senior  girls  recently  produced  a  short  play  entitled  "Six  Cups  of  Chocolate." 
The  cast  included  Gertrude  Mamlock,  Grace  Allen.  Roberta  Boldt,  Claudine  Buchholz, 
Louise  Valci  and  Helen  Best  These  girls  portrayed  the  characters  which  they  represented 
in  a  natural  manner,  due  to  the  excellent  coaching  of  Miss  O'Connor,  the  Club  advisor. 

The  officers  elected  were  Alice  McLaughlin,  president ;  Claudine  Buchholz,  vice- 
president  ;  Helen  Best,  secretary ;  Ellen  Knoles,  treasurer.  Due  to  the  co-operation  of 
these  girls  and  to  the  assistance  of  Miss  O'Connor,  the  Forum  has  completed  a  most 
successful  year. 

THE  HIKER'S  CLUB 

The  Hiker's  Club  was  well  conducted  during  the  past  semester  by  Gene  Wilfert, 
the  president;  Ellen  Knoles,  the  vice-presidnt,  and  Cecelia  Bertocchi,  the  secretary. 

The  object  of  the  Club  was  to  have  a  hike  once  a  month,  but  because  of  the 
weather  conditions  few  were  made.  The  most  important  was  the  hike  to  Point  Bonita, 
which  was  under  the  direction  of  Lois  Williams,  Margaret  Cavanough,  and  Maud  Knoles. 

THE  LUX  CAMERA  CLUB 

The  Camera  Club  was  well  supported  during  the  past  year.  At  the  first  meeting 
after  the  Christmas  vacation,  Mildred  McLaughlin  became  president,  and  proved  herself 
capable  of  holding  this  office.  Alice  Randolph  was  elected  secretary,  and  showed  her  skill 
at  writing  by  keeping  the  minutes  up  to  date. 

The  club  went  on  a  hike  to  Lake  Lagunitas  and  obtained  many  photographs  for 
the  Camera  Club  exhibit.  The  Lux  Club  joined  with  the  Camera  Club  of  Lick- 
Wilmerding  and  went  on  a  hike  to  Muir  Woods. 

With  the  aid  of  Miss  Webster  and  Miss  Boulware,  the  Camera  Club  exhibit  was 
excellent  for  a  club  of  this  size. 

LUX  GLEE  CLUB 

During  the  past  semester  the  Glee  Club  was  busy  preparing  programs  to  be  given 
on  Exhibition  Day  and  at  the  Graduation  Exercises. 

At  several  rallies  the  members  delighted  the  Student  Body  with  perfectly-rendered 
selections. 

A  group  of  girls  from  this  organization  was  selected  to  form  the  Sextette,  which  also 
provided  entertainment  for  programs.  The  girls  of  the  Sextette  are:  Thais  Kirkpatrick, 
Gertrude  Shenson,  Olive  Barnum,  Minna  Liberman,  Helen  Astredo  and  Hilda  Wuer- 
sching. 

Enough  thanks  cannot  be  given  to  Mrs.  Bender,  who  spent  so  much  time  and  energy 
in  training  the  Glee  Club.  The  excellent  singing  which  was  heard  at  every  program 
in  which  the  Glee  Club  participated  could  never  have  been  attained  without  her  untiring 
efforts. 
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THE  SKETCH  CLUB 

The  Sketch  Club  promises  to  be  a  prominent  organization  of  Lux.  Under  the 
direction  of  Mrs.  Stephenson,  the  Club  was  organized  with  Thais  Kirkpatrick  as  president 
and  Alice  Randolph  as  secretary. 

The  purpose  of  this  organization  is  to  promote  art  work  at  Lux.  The  members  take 
hikes  in  order  to  make  sketches  from  real  life. 

It  is  hoped  that  in  the  future  more  work  will  be  done  along  this  line,  so  that  the 
coming  journals  may  receive  more  art  contributions. 

COOKING 

The  Senior  girls  have  handled  the  Lux  cafeteria  as  efficiently  as  ever  before. 
Several  new  dishes  were  the  source  of  much  enjoyment  to  the  girls.  Mrs.  Creach  has 
most  capably  played  the  part  of  overseer. 

The  Juniors  have  finished  a  series  of  informal  luncheons  which  were  "not  at  all  bad." 
These  proved  very  delightful  after  they  had  been  well  organized  and  thoroughly  prepared 
for.  The  girls  were  divided  into  groups  of  three  in  giving  these  affairs  and  four  teachers 
were  the  guests  on  Wednesday  of  each  week. 

After  several  weeks  of  trial  bread  making  and  baking,  a  contest  was  held  for  the 
best  loaf  of  bread  prepared  by  a  Sophomore.  Minna  Liberman  was  the  winner  from  a 
field  of  many  good  bread  makers. 

Miss  Nielson  has  worked  very  patiently  with  the  girls  this  year  and  she  deserves  a 
large  amount  of  credit. 

SEWING 

Of  most  importance  to  the  Seniors  are  graduation  dresses.  Although  the  class  was 
limited,  even  more  than  last  year,  as  to  the  amount  of  money  to  be  spent,  the  dresses 
seem  more  tasty  and  original  than  ever.  Great  controversy  arose  as  to  the  kind  of 
material  to  be  used  for  the  dresses,  but  this  dispute  was  settled  by  a  compromise  which 
left  both  sides  happy.  The  Lick  students  have  made  their  dresses  of  net,  and  the  Lux 
students  used  white  organdy. 

The  Junior  class  has  finished  a  busy  semester  making  party  dresses  and  wraps. 
Much  time  and  energy  was  spent  by  the  girls  in  the  planning  of  note  books  on  dress 
design.  A  wonderful  collection  of  illustrative  photographs  have  amply  gratified  Miss 
Crittenden's  patience. 

The  Sophomores  have  made  a  gay  collection  of  bright  colored  summer  dresses. 
Every  color  in  the  rainbow  has  been  given  its  due  in  the  organdy  dresses  of  the  Freshmen. 

DRAWING 

An  entirely  new  course  in  drawing  has  been  installed  this  year  by  our  two  new 
teachers,  Mrs.  Wall  and  Mrs.  Stevenson.  Lower  classes  have  finished  a  course  in  colored 
paper  art  design.  With  small  bits  of  paper,  they  created  pictures  and  designs  of  mysterious 
beauty.  Many  good  charcoal  drawings  were  also  made.  The  older  girls  have  done  a 
great  deal  of  work  in  costume  and  dress  design  in  connection  with  their  sewing  course. 
Many  house  plans  were  also  made  which  drew  the  comment  and  admiration  of  several 
visitors  at  the  Lux  exhibit. 
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FOOTBALL 

'Jerry"  AHERN.  Guard,  Tackle.  A  good  man  at  opening  holes  in  offensive  plays. 
He  was  regular  in  attendance  at  practices,  which  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with 
his  success. 

'BLONDIE"  Allen.  Center.  The  lightest  center  in  the  high  school  leagues.  He 
made  up  for  his  weight  by  showing  the  fight,  and  took  delight  in  tearing  up  the 
other  fellow's  pet  plays. 

'Andy"  Anderson.  Tackle.  An  all  around  man.  He  was  always  there  in  a 
pinch. 

'Boob"    BARRETT.      Guard.      He  was  a  brick  wall  on  defense,  and  a  hard  man  to  take 

out  of  the  way. 
'Willie"  BEALE.      Tackle.      A  "Fighting  Tiger"  in  every  sense.     He  put  life  into  the 

whole  line.     His  specialty  was  hitting  the  man  with  the  ball  when  he  was  about 

ten  yards  behind  the  scrimmage  line. 

'Mary"  BRODMERKLE.  Tackle.  A  hard-working  man.  He  formed  the  backbone  of 
his  side  of  the  line.  He  was  an  expert  in  leading  the  backfield  men  through 
dozens  of  opponents. 

'Dave"  CERKEL.  End.  He  was  a  game  fighter,  and  an  adept  at  breaking  up  inter- 
ference. Being  a  brilliant  receiver  of  forward  passes,  he  gained  many  yards 
of  territory. 

'Scrub"  Chisholm.  Guard.  He  did  what  is  sometimes  regarded  as  impossible,  in 
making  the  school  team  during  his  first  year. 

'Phat"  COBURN.  Center.  Our  Li'l  Bud,  the  heaviest  man  on  the  team,  was  also  the 
hardest  worker — when  he  wasn't  fooling.  His  favorite  sport  was  gracefully 
floating  over  the  interference  and  nabbing  the  man  with  the  ball. 

'PRES."  COLLINS.  End.  Between  running  the  Student  Body  and  playing  end,  Frank 
had  a  hard  time,  but  he  managed  to  do  both  successfully. 

'Sam"  CROWLEY.  Quarterback.  The  gamest  man  on  the  team,  he  had  all  the  require- 
ments of  a  good  field  general.  His  "never-say-die"  spirit  pulled  the  team 
through  many  hard  games. 

'B.  McNutt"  Dyson.  End.  An  adept  at  receiving  forward  passes,  he  was  often 
called  upon  to  make  large  gains. 

'WlLLIE"  ElCHEL.  Guard.  One  of  the  heaviest  men  on  the  team,  he  was  a  depend- 
able bulwark  that  often  diverted  impending  defeat  into  victory. 

Arch"  HAMILTON.  Halfback.  When  he  was  in  the  game,  the  unexpected  always 
happened.     His  particular  forte  was  making  fifty  yard  dashes  to  the  goal  line. 

'Fat"    HERNDON.      Halfback.      A  good  tackle  was  taken  as  a  matter  of  course  when 

he  made  it.     He  was  also  clever  at  line  bucking. 
'CHINK"   JACOBS.      End.      The  best  fcrward  pass  receiver  on  the  team.      He  was  also 

a  dependable  man  on  defense. 
'JOHNNIE"   JOHNSON.      Captain.      Halfback.      A  hard-working,  conscientious  general, 

he  always  did  all  he  could  to  help  the  team  to  victory. 
'Geo."   KENDALL.      Tackle.      A  good   linesman,   he   fought  every  minute  of   the   time 

that  he  was  in  the  game.     He  also  used  his  weight  to  good  advantage  on  defense. 

'Moose"    Koch.      Guard.      Another  unit  of  the  stonewall  defense.     His  specialty  was 

breaking  up  punts. 
'Red"    LAWRENCE.      Fullback.      "Red"  certainly  did  hit  the  line  hard  and  he  always 

gained  quantities  of  ground  by  his  smashes  straight  through  the  enemy's  defense. 
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Although  the  unlimited  track  team  does  not  appear  to  be  a  championship  contender, 
there  are  a  number  of  fast  men  who  will  develop  into  stars  with  the  aid  of  additional 
training.  In  the  practice  meets  some  good  ability  was  shown,  and  a  few  of  the  boys 
may  prove  a  surprise  in  the  Senior  division  of  the  S.  F.  A.  L.  Mr.  Tibbetts  has  helped 
a  great  deal  by  his  timely  hints  in  rounding  some  of  the  sharp  edges  off  the  tracksters. 
Due  to  his  efforts  also,  the  Wilmerding  oval  was  improved,  giving  the  fellows  a  chance 
to  train  at  a  handy  place. 

The  team  has  been  trying  hard  to  win  in  everything  it  attempts,  but  it  was  beaten 
by  Cogswell,  and  it  came  seventh  in  the  sectional  C.  I.  F.  meet  at  Stanford. 

Those  performing  on  the  cinder  path  in  the  unlimited  class  were:  Simi.  our  star 
speed  burner;  Silver  and  Knipe,  middle-distance  men;  Whitman,  an  excellent  mile 
runner  and  a  sure  point-getter;  Seabrook  and  Cook,  two  other  milers;  Nourse,  hurdler 
of  the  high  and  low  sticks;  Lichtenberg  and  Scalmanini,  the  shot  putters;  Chisholm, 
discus  and  javelin  hurler;  and  Engelcke,  high  and  broad  jump  artist. 

FOOTBALL-Continued 

"Ray"   LlCHTENBERG.      Halfback.      Although  he  did  not  get  much  of  a  chance  to  show 

what  he  could  do,  his  earnestness  during  practices  indicated  the  makings  of  a  star. 
"Spud"    MURRAY.      Tackle.       Another    hard-hitting    member    of    the    line.       He    was 

especially  good  at  running  interference  and  opening  up  holes. 
"Harry"   Pomin.      Tackle.      Although   he  did   not   get   into   all   the   games,    his   work 

throughout  the  season  was  consistently  good. 
Jawn"    Reardon.      Guard.      He  also  was  a  steady  man  who  missed  very  few  practices. 
"Walt"   WHITMAN.      Halfback.      When  he  was  in  the  game,  he  played  his  position 

to  the  best  of  his  ability.     He  was  good  at  clipping. 
"Jack"   YOUNGER.      Guard.      "Last,  but  by  no  means  least"   certainly  applies  in  his 

case,  because  he  was  one  of  the  best  men  on  the  team.     Forward  pass  receiving 

was  his  favorite  sport. 
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The  weight  division  this  year  has  shown  a  good  deal  of  promise,  and  it  should  be 
a  strong  contender  for  the  Junior  track  S.  F.  A.  L.  championship.  The  team  has 
shown  up  very  well  in  the  inter-class  meet  and  also  in  meets  with  various  schools. 

The  1 00-pound  team  consists  of  Mooney,  Maley,  Grubstick,  Keeble,  Chonette 
and  Biglieri. 

The  1  1  0-pound  team  is  composed  of  Imhof,  Atkinson,  Cannon,  Luthi  and  Kearney. 

On  the   1  20-pound  team  we  have  E.  Smith,  Millet,  Bowen,  Tilden  and  Price. 

The  larger  fellows,  Legallet,  Steinberg,  Ehringer  and  Crane,  compose  the  1  30-pound 
division. 

Some  coaching  has  been  received  by  the  track  teams,  and  they  have  been  whipped 
into  fairly  good  shape,  but  when  they  go  up  against  the  more  highly  trained  tracksters 
of  other  schools,  training  tells  the  tale  and  the  teams  that  have  the  advantage  are  those 
with  the  watchful  eye  of  a  regular  coach  over  them.  As  for  our  teams,  they  deserve 
high  praise  for  the  initiative  of  the  fellows  who  came  out  to  land  a  place  on  them. 
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The  Lick-Wilmerding  baseball  team,  by  dint  of  hard  practice,  enjoyed  a  very 
successful  practice  season,  and  was  being  groomed  by  the  experts  as  the  team  to  win  the 
S.  F.  A.  L.  At  this  critical  moment  the  team  lost  the  services  of  Clyde,  their  star 
pitcher,  and  had  no  one  to  take  his  place. 

Despite  this  handicap  the  team  is  putting  up  a  slashing  game  and  is  fighting  hard  to 
win.  A  lot  of  credit  must  be  given  Coach  Hollingberry,  who  gave  his  time  to  help  the 
team. 

The  members  of  the  team  who  are  deserving  of  notice  are: 

"Andy"  Anderson,  who  did  the  pitching  and  could  always  turn  in  a  steady  game. 

Captain  "Johnny"  Johnson  was  the  terror  of  all  aspiring  base  stealers. 

"Lefty"   Nieland,  the  southpaw,     played  first. 

"Chink"  Jacobs,  ground  ball  magnet,  played  second. 

"Bud"  Bowen,  at  short,  killed  anything  he  laid  his  hands  on. 

"Mary"  Brodmerkel,  at  third,  made  all  balls  hit  his  way  look  like  easy  outs. 

"Noisy"  Crane,  in  left  field,  grabbed  all  flies  for  miles  around  him. 

Manager  "Tom"  Thompson,  guardian  of  the  center  patch,  wielded  a  wicked  stick, 
besides  taking  his  turn  in  the  box. 

Jack  Brandon  held  down  right  field,  and  paralyzed  the  fans  with  his  catches. 

"Fly  Boy"  Burroni  was  always  ready  to  step  in  at  first  and  the  outfield. 

"Del"  Luthi  filled  in  at  second  base  whenever  he  was  needed. 

"Willie"  Lowry.  at  third,  could  always  pick  'em  up. 

"Kenny"  Dyson  was  always  there  with  the  water  bucket  at  the  right  time. 

The  results  of  the  league  games  played  to  date  are: 
Lick,   4;   St.    Ignatius    12. 
Lick,    2 ;    Mission,    3. 
Lick,   4;    Lowell,    12. 
Lick,    6;   Commerce,    3. 
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Not  especially  the  team,  but  all  the  basket-ball  teams  of  the  school  had  to  work 
against  great  odds  to  produce  any  kind  of  an  aggregation  of  basket-shooters.  There  is  no 
basket-ball  court  in  the  school,  and  the  fellows,  to  get  any  practice,  have  to  use  the 
inadequate  facilities  of  Jackson  Park,  which  are  usually  crowded  with  youngsters  of  the 
playground.  Such  a  condition  is  a  discouragement  to  the  fellows,  and  this,  connected  with 
the  fact  that  the  school  furnishes  no  coach  and  the  players  have  to  build  up  their  own 
team  without  the  watchful  eye  of  a  coach  to  guide  them  and  correct  their  defects  dampens 
their  enthusiasm  for  coming  out.  A  rather  unsuccessful  season  has  resulted,  but  the  old 
Tiger  spirit  was  in  evidence  all  the  time,  to  the  credit  of  the  fellows  who  played  on  the 
teams. 

The  heavyweights  did  not  have  so  successful  a  season  as  some  of  the  other  teams 
although  they  came  out  for  practice  and  fought  hard. 

Several  practice  games  were  played  and  the  majority  were  won  by  us. 

The  first  league  game  was  with  Sacred  Heart,  but  they  forfeited,  much  to  our 
"heavies'  "  regret.  The  next  game  was  with  Commerce,  who  beat  us,  after  our  team 
had  made  a  hard  fight,  40  to  32.  "Poly"  won  a  game  that  really  belonged  to  our  team. 
The  score  was  9  to  9  in  the  first  half.  The  final  score  was  20  to  1  2.  They  lost  to 
Mission  in  a  fast  contest,  28  to  1  4.  Lowell  was  too  fast  for  our  boys  and  beat  them, 
31   to  19. 

"Chink"   Jacobs,  captain,  played  a  fast  game  at  forward. 

"Pop"  Gilmore,  the  other  forward,  found  the  basket  at  all  times. 

"Scrub"  Chisholm  played  a  good  game  at  center. 

Tom  Brodmerkel  was  a  fighting  guard  and  was  always  on  the  ball. 

"Johnny"  Johnson,  the  other  guard,  was  there  with  the  old  fight  and  kept  his 
forwards  moving. 

"Red"  Lawrence,  Hope  and  Remensperger  were  always  on  hand  to  fill  in,  and 
were  great  assets  to  the  team. 
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The  welterweights  were  Tigers  who  fought  gamely  until  the  last  whistle,  but  never- 
theless the  season  for  them  was  not  very  successful.  The  fighting  spirit  of  the  '45's  brought 
them  through  the  schedule  of  games  with  a  fair  showing,  and  the  scores  of  most  of  the 
games  were  close.  Practice  games  were  not  available,  so  the  team  was  handicapped  by 
lack  of  pre-season  work. 

In  the  first  league  game,  which  was  a  hard-fought  battle,  Commerce  defeated  us, 
21   to  17. 

Then  we  took  Cogswell  into  camp  to  the  tune  of  28  to  2 1 . 

The  Lowell  game  was  a  spirited  fight  from  start  to  finish.  After  five  minutes  of 
overtime  our  old-time  rivals  won,  23  to  19. 

Mission  forfeited  her  game  to  us,  thereby  raising  our  hopes  considerably,  but  we 
were  soon  beaten  in  the  two  games  that  remained  to  be  played.  Poly  won  her  game  from 
us,  35  to  20,  and  St.  Ignatius  scored  53  points  to  our  1  3. 

Captain  Tom  Thompson,  a  veteran  player,  was  an  able  leader.  He  played  a 
fighting  game  at  forward  and  was  always  on  the  ball. 

"Coach"  Kenny  Dyson,  the  other  fighting  forward,  made  all  the  hard  shots  look 
easy.  He  showed  some  classy  playing,  much  of  his  ability  being  due  to  his  experience  in 
previous  years. 

"Skinny"  Anderson  worked  hard  and  well  at  center.  He  usually  got  the  jump,  and 
he  could  find  the  cage  accurately. 

"Melo"  Maggio  played  a  good,  consistent  game  at  guard,  breaking  up  many  a  play 
of  the  enemy's. 

"Silent"  Renard,  in  his  quiet  way,  guarded  his  man  effectively  and  kept  him  from 
doing  too  much  harm. 

Jerry  Ahern  was  a  dependable  substitute,  who  could  step  into  any  position  on  the 
team  and  do  good  work. 

Walt  Whitman,  a  substitute  forward,  was  peppy  in  his  playing  and  he  showed  some 
good  playing  at  every  opportunity. 
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While  they  played  their  hardest  at  all  times,  the  '30's  experienced  a  season  with  few 
victories.  The  defeats  in  the  first  part  of  the  season  did  not  discourage  them  completely, 
for  they  came  back  and  won  the  last  game. 

A  practice  game  was  had  with  Tamalpais  High,  and  it  was  lost,  20  to   1  6. 

The  first  league  game  against  Poly  was  a  defeat  for  Lick,  the  score  being  44  to  24. 
Brandon  starred  in  this  hard  fought  game. 

St.  Ignatius,  the  city  champions,  rolled  up  a  score  of  45  to  15  against  Lick. 
Pearson  proved  himself  a  stellar  guard  in  this  game. 

The  tables  were  turned  against  Mission,  when  they  went  down  to  defeat  by  a  score 
of   17  to   15.     Steinberg  and  Anderson  featured  in  this  close  battle. 

In  the  Lowell  game,  it  looked  as  if  Lick  would  win,  for  they  were  ahead,  1  7  to  14, 
for  a  time  in  the  second  half.  The  Red  and  White,  however,  triumphed  in  the  end  by 
a  25  to   19  score. 

Humboldt  suffered  a  defeat  in  the  last  game,  37  to  15.  Anderson  made  18  points 
himself  on  this  occasion. 

The  fellows  on  the  team  were  a  scrappy,  hard  working  bunch,  and  they  fought  gamely 
whether  the  odds  favored  them  or  were  against  them. 

Jack  Brandon,  at  forward,  displayed  some  speed  in  stepping  around  the  court, 
always  alive  and  on  the  ball. 

Stan  Sherwood  was  an  excellent  basket-ringer  and  he  held  down  his  position  at 
forward  in  a  classy  manner. 

"Andy"  Anderson  leaped  a  mean  jump  at  center  and  he  was  an  all-around  man 
as  well. 

"Dope"  Steinberg,  the  estimable  captain,  guarded  his  man  in  a  fashion  pleasing 
to  behold. 

"Sill"  Pearson,  another  fighting  guard,  performed  very  creditably  and  was  quite 
an  asset  to  the  team's  defense. 

"Paris"  Green  and  "Nightie"  Knipe  were  dependable  substitutes  who  could  take 
places  at  either  forward  or  guard. 
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These  lightweights  had  a  large  measure  of  success  this  year,  although  they  did 
not  win  the  league.  Practice  was  called  early  in  the  term  and  a  goodly  number  of  boys 
responded.  The  team  was  coached  by  Captain  Imhof,  a  four  year  man.  The  only 
practice  game  was  lost  to  San  Mateo's  1  20-pound  team,  1  3  to  8,  after  a  great  battle. 

The  first  league  game  was  lost  to  St.  Ignatius  after  a  hard  fight,  21  to  29.  The 
next  game  was  with  Lowell.  Lick's  old  time  rivals.  The  Red  and  White  were  ahead 
the  first  half,  1  0  to  4,  but  the  team  came  back  and  won  the  game,  21  to  12.  In  this 
game  Captain  Imhof  and  Bowen  shot  baskets  from  all  angles.  In  the  next  game  L.-W. 
vanquished  Sacred  Heart,  19  to  15,  a  game  in  which  L.-W.'s  splendid  teamwork  and  the 
shooting  of  both  Captain  Imhof  and  Meyer  were  the  features.  Humboldt  forfeited  in 
the  next  game. 

The  battling  team  had  in  it  four  veterans,  namely,  Captain  Imhof,  Aghem,  Bowen 
and  Meyer. 

Captain  Imhof  played  forward  and  his  accurate  shooting  of  both  field  goals  and 
fouls  was  keenly  appreciated  by  the  team.  "Scrappy"  Bowen  played  the  other  forward. 
He  caged  the  ball  from  all  angles  and  was  a  fighting  player.  Lucky  Meyer  II  played 
center,  and  is  a  chip  off  the  old  block.  "Kid"  Aghem,  star  guard,  kept  his  forward 
from  shooting.  Harold  Crane,  a  new  man,  was  a  fast  player  and  a  tower  of  strength 
to  the  team. 

The  other  men  who  helped  to  make  the  team  a  success  were  Kidwell,  Barthold. 
Moran  and  Meyer. 
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The  schedule  of  games  for  the  little  fellows  took  place  last  fall,  and  the  season 
was  a  very  successful  one.  In  fact,  the  lightest  team  in  the  school  finished  better  than 
any  of  the  other  teams.  The  three  veterans,  Captain  Luthi,  Johnston  and  Kotta,  were 
mainstays,  who  instilled  pep  and  fighting  spirit  into  the  team  as  a  whole. 

In  the  practice  games,  Lick  had  favorable  results,  as  follows: 

L.-W.  35,  J.  J.  A.  C.  31. 

L.-W.  42,  Daniel  Webster  (  11  0-pound)    10. 

L.-W.  21,  Sacred  Heart  25. 

The  first  league  game  was  with  Commerce,  which  had  a  good  team  that  was 
expected  to  win  the  championship.  The  score  of  the  game  was  1  8  to  1  2  in  Lick's  favor. 
The  "Tiger  Spirit"  reigned  supreme  and  the  shooting  of  Captain  Luthi  and  Kotta 
featured. 

The  Lowell  game  was  a  fight  to  the  finish,  Lick  coming  out  on  the  long  end  ol  a 
score  of   I  3  to  9. 

Sacred  Heart  was  defeated  decisively  by  the  score  of  27  to  6. 

The  game  with  Polytechnic  was  for  the  city  championship.  Lick  seemed  to  have 
a  jinx  following  it,  and  the  team  lost  the  game  after  a  hard  fight,  21   to   16. 

Cogswell  and  Mission  forfeited  their  games  owing  to  failures  to  make  weight. 

Captain  Luthi,  the  center,  played  a  fast  game,  his  long  shots  at  the  basket  being  a 
feature. 

"Little"  Kotta,  forward,  was  on  deck  with  his  usual  good  game. 

"Red"  Johnston  was  fast  and  he  ran  his  man  ragged. 

"Scrub"  Mooney,  the  other  guard,  was  constantly  on  his  man  and  kept  him  from 
shooting  effectively. 

"Tub"  Panella  Bayley,  and  Sommerfield,  the  substitutes,  were  ever  ready  to  fit 
into  their  places  and  play  a  good  game. 
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This  sport  did  not  receive  the  enthusiasm  it  deserved.  Although  practicing  for 
swimming  gives  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  and  is  more  fun  than  work,  especially  on  warm 
days,  few  fellows  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  secure  a  place  on  the  team. 

An  ideal  training  tank  was  secured  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  The  team  had  the  use 
of  it  three  times  a  week,  and  under  Captain  Don  Young's  able  teachings  an  aggregation 
of  good  paddlers  was  formed  who  upheld  the  old  Tiger  fighting  spirit. 

Although  handicapped  by  small  numbers,  the  "water  dogs"  waded  right  in  with 
lots  of  pep  and  captured  third  place  in  the  recent  S.  F.  A.  L.  meet.  The  fellows  deserve 
much  credit  for  the  spirit  in  which  they  fought  hard  in  every  event  although  outclassed  in 
many  cases. 

In  the  C.  I.  F.  North  Coast  Section  meet,  the  team,  with  its  six  new  men,  made  a 
fine  showing  by  taking  second  place,  with  24  points. 

Speaking  individually,  each  member  of  the  team  had  good  qualities  that  showed 
ability  and  class  in  the  aquatic  sport.  Crane  was  the  star  1  30-pound  man.  Only  the 
absence  of  a  few  inches  of  arms  lost  first  place  for  him  in  the  fifty  yard  dash.  Walter 
Mills,  champion  diver,  is  again  able  to  shake  a  mean  spring  board  and  he  will  settle  the 
dispute  regarding  fancy  diving  next  season,  as  he  did  this  year.  One  of  the  best  prospects 
is  "Shorty"  Kendall,  a  promising  aquatic  star  in  the  1 00  yard  and  220  yard  events. 
"Squeaky"  Moran,  the  manager,  has  developed  a  new  kick  that,  when  perfected,  will 
shove  him  across  the  tape  a  winner  in  the  eighth  and  quarter  mile  swims.  Ray  Lichten- 
berg.  with  a  little  more  practice,  will  develop  into  a  sure  all-round  point-getter.  "Dutch" 
Schnutenhaus  and  Don  Young,  the  "old  reliable"  mainstays,  fulfilled  every  expectation 
in  their  respective  lines.  "Fat"  Herndon  trained  hard  and  is  expected  to  be  able  to  figure 
in  future  meets.  Bill  Trask,  the  husky  Alameda  beach-resorter,  performed  very  well  in 
the  distances,  and  Knipe,  a  weight  man,  was  a  good  swimmer  in  the  dashes. 
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Never  before  in  the  history  of  the  school  has  tennis  received  such  enthusiasm  as  it 
has  this  semester.  Probably  the  support  of  the  Student  Body  officers,  especially  President 
Whitman,  is  responsible  for  this  wave  of  tennis  popularity.  Early  in  the  term  "Shorty" 
Ashman  was  elected  captain,  and  with  Johnny  Johnson,  the  other  veteran  racquet-wielder, 
formed  the  mainstay  of  the  team. 

In  the  latter  part  of  March  an  elimination  tournament  was  started,  with  a  large 
list  of  entries.  It  finally  simmered  down  to  the  following  fellows:  Captain  Ashman, 
an  invincible  and  clever  player;  Johnny  Johnson,  a  sure,  consistent  player,  and  an 
excellent  partner  for  Ashman  in  the  doubles;  "Adonis"  Engelcke,  another  player  of  note 
who  practiced  hard  and  constantly;  "Tiny"  Dunn,  an  exhibitor  of  very  surprising  tennis 
ability;  and  Ray  Lichtenberg,  who  had  good  control  over  the  bounding  white  sphere. 

A  practice  match  was  held  with  San  Mateo,  and  we  were  victorious  in  it,  as  well 
as  the  Napa  tournament,  which  ended  in  a  complete  victory  for  us. 

In  the  S.  F.  A.  L.,  on  May  7,  we  took  our  preliminary  sets,  but  were  nosed  out  in 
the  finals. 

Ashman  and  Johnson  are  entered  in  the  C.  I.  F.  doubles  and  they  have  quite  a 
chance  of  winning. 


Seventy-jour 


L.  W.  L.  LIFE 


The  basket-ball  inter-class  games  are  over,  and  '22J  is  the  proud  possessor  of  the 
name,  "The  Champions."  The  games  were  all  hard  fought  and  well  played.  The  outside 
games  which  were  played  were  very  well  done,  and  whether  Lux  won  or  lost,  true  sports- 
manship was  displayed  at  all  times. 

The  first  outside  game  played  was  between  the  Lux  and  "Poly"  Freshmen.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  the  Lux  "Freshies"  won.  Maud  Knoles,  a  forward,  was  the  feature 
of  the  game.     In  fact,  all  the  girls  played  well,  and  too  much  credit  cannot  be  given  them. 

The  next  outside  game  was  played  between  the  '23J  classes  and  Mission.  The  girls, 
although  they  played  exceedingly  well,  were  unable  to  carry  home  the  honors. 

At  last  came  the  big  event.  The  upper  division  team  of  Lux  was  to  play  against 
the  Lowell  girls.  This  was  the  very  best  game  of  the  season.  Lowell  was  too  sure  of 
winning  and  Lux  allowed  them  to  go  just  so  far,  and  then  began  to  show  them  how  to 
play.  The  game  ended  with  the  Lux  girls  the  winners.  The  score  was  1  3-7.  This  was 
the  most  joyful  victory  of  the  year. 

"The  Champions"  no  longer  consider  1  3  an  unlucky  number  because  in  every  victory 
won  the  game  ended  with  the  '22  class  as  winners  with  a  score  of  13. 

At  the  end  of  the  season  the  inter-class  winners  presented  their  beloved  coach.  Miss 
Fassett,  with  a  group  picture  of  the  team.  All  the  teams  wish  to  take  this  opporunity  of 
thanking  Miss  Fassett  for  her  very  kind  suggestions  in  coaching  them. 
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LUX  BASEBALL 

One  more  sport  has  been  added  to  our  list  of  activities,  namely,  baseball,  and 
although  the  weather  caused  a  delay  in  the  opening  of  the  season,  its  first  term  in  this 
school  has  been  a  succesful  one.  Next  season  we  expect  to  do  some  real  playing  against 
other  schools.  The  old  reservoir  at  Lux,  after  being  cleaned  and  painted,  has  made  a 
very  good  diamond,  and  Miss  Fassett  has  proved  an  excellent  coach.  The  students  have 
welcomed  the  new  sport  with  much  enthusiasm  and  many  have  gone  out  for  it  and 
practiced  hard.     The  result  was  several  fairly  good  teams. 

The  captains  of  the  upper  class  teams  were  Thelma  Borina,  Senior  team,  and  Ellen 
Knoles,  Junior  team.  Of  the  lower  classmen,  Mildred  McLaughlin  piloted  the  Sophomore 
team  and  Maude  Knoles  was  the  leader  of  the  Freshmen. 

TENNIS 

Tennis  has  had  another  fairly  successful  season.  The  tennis  court  has  been 
kept  in  continual  use  all  during  this  term.  There  has  been  much  competition  between 
classes  for  first  places  in  both  singles  and  doubles,  and  much  enthusiasm  has  been  aroused, 
keeping  both  players  and  spectators  interested  in  the  outcome.  The  tournaments  have 
been  played  off  during  all  hours  of  the  day,  before  school  and  after  school,  and  some  girls 
even  prefer  tennis  to  lunch. 

We  have  played  no  outside  games,  but  members  of  all  classes  have  gone  out  for 
the  inter-class  games.  The  Freshmen  have  taken  a  lively  interst  in  tennis  and  the  upper 
classes  will  have  to  get  busy  if  they  would  hold  their  record  as  being  foremost  in  athletics. 

THE  SWIMMING  CLUB 

The  Lux  Swimming  Club  is  now  two  years  old  and  if  it's  swimmers  improve  as 
much  next  season  as  they  have  during  the  one  just  past  they  will  have  reasons  for  expecting 
good  results  in  outside  meets  from  such  a  team.  Once  a  week  during  the  swimming  season 
the  swimmers  and  would-be  swimmers  went  to  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  to  learn  more  of  the 
art  of  swimming  or  practice  what  they  already  knew.  Miss  Fasset,  the  coach,  and  Doris 
Holtz  '22J,  president  of  the  Club,  have  worked  hard,  encouraging  the  girls  to  practice 
and  prepare  for  the  inter-class  swimming  meet.  The  girls  have  responded  faithfully  and 
all  concerned  have  been  rewarded  by  a  successful  season. 

LUX  VOLLEY  BALL 

The  volley  ball  inter-class  games  have  taken  place,  with  the  "Sophs."  the  winners. 
The  Sophomore  class  certainly  had  a  wonderful  team,  and  great  credit  is  due  them. 

The  '22J  class  showed  up  well  in  this  sport  by  taking  second  place.  They  almost 
took  the  championship,  but  due  to  the  lack  of  practice  they  lost  by  a  very  close  margin. 

The  Senior  class  also  made  a  good  showing,  but  they,  like  the  Juniors,  were  handi- 
capped by  lack  of  practice. 

Two  games  were  played  between  '22 J  and  '23J.  Each  was  very  interesting  and 
ended  in  victory  for  the  "Sophs.",  each  score  being  21   to  18. 

Another  interesting  game  was  played  between  '22J  and  '2 1  J.  "Twenty-two"  won 
by  a  score  of  2 1   to  16. 

The  different  teams  are  all  indebted  to  the  coach,  Miss  Fassett,  for  her  kind  and 
helpful  suggestions. 
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JUST  FOR  FUN 

Futurist  Poem 

(Youth  proposing  to  a  maid  under  a  tree.) 
Trees 
Knees 
Ease 
"Please" 
Squeeze 
Squeeze 
Squeeze 

*  *  * 

Teacher — Can  you  tell  the  class  the  name  of  the  belt  north  of  the  equator? 
Alice  McLaughlin — Can't  sir. 
Teacher — Correct. 

*  *  * 

Mr.  Plumb   (after  explaining  the  definition  of  a  secant) — Now,  Quinn,  what  is  a 
secant? 

Qumn   (just  awakening) — Well,  uh — ah — a  river  can  but  a  sea  can't. 


Cop   (to  Don  in  his  Chandler) — Didn't  you  see  that  sign,  "Very  Slow"? 
Don — Beg  your  pardon,  I  thought  that  had  reference  to  the  town. 

*  #  * 

"Powell"  Young — Who  originated  geometry? 

"Bevo"  Crowley — Noah. 

"Powell"  Young — How's  that? 

"Bevo"  Crowley — Didn't  he  strike  the  arc,  B   C? 

*  «  # 

Mr.  Merrill  (entering  building  at  9:15) — Late  again? 
"Sleepy"  Pearson — So  am  I. 

*  *  # 

(Chonette  dancing  with  Mildred) 

He — My,  but  the  floor  is  slippery! 

She — No,  I  just  had  my  shoes  polished. 


Lawrence — I  hear  Lehrke  has  a  job  in  a  bank. 
Brodmerkel — What  is  he — cashier? 

Lawrence — No — draft  clerk.      He  opens  and  closes  the  doors  and  has  charge  of 
the  ventilators. 

*  *  * 

"Bill"  Akins  (at  caf) — My  cocoa  is  cold. 
"Shorty"  Byrne — Put  on  your  hat. 

*  *  ,* 

Lloyd  Johnson — How  did  you  know  to  look  for  a  forward? 

Sam'l  Crowley — I  heard  their  quarterback  yell  "7-1  1",  so  naturally  I  was  looking 
for  a  pass. 
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Coburn — Did  you  hear  about  Remensperger's  accident? 

Hope — No,  what  was  it? 

Coburn — He  was  caught  in  the  rain  with  an  all  wool  suit  on,  and  the  thing  shrank 

so  fast  that  it  mangled  him  terribly. 

*  *  *" 

Luthi — I  don't  think  I  deserve  a  zero  in  this  examination. 

Miss  Jackson — Neither  do  I,  but  that's  the  lowest  I  can  give  you. 

*  #  * 

Mrs.  Woodland — What  did  the  Colonists  get  with  their  rum? 

Glen  Taylor — Drunk. 

*  *  * 

Mr.  Plumb — You  fellows  must  be  good — you  haven't  made  any  mistakes. 
"Phat"  Coburn  (from  rear  of  room) — Call  on  me. 

AAA 

Miss  Burns — Why  were  you  late? 

Harry  Hargrave — Class  began  before  I  got  there. 

*  *  * 

Miss  Jackson — Name  some  sounds  in  the  poem  L' Allegro. 
"Gus"  Lehrke — Day  breaking  and  night  falling. 

*  *  * 
School  Inspector — Is  there  any  playground  here? 
Miss  Greig — Nothing  except  a  few  cases  of  small  pox. 

•3?  5?  5? 

Stands  to  Reason 
Mr.  Plumb — We  have  found  a  way  of  seeing  objects  through  our  teeth.     I  suppose 
you  have  all  experienced  this,  for  you  know  when  a  man  hits  you  on  the  chin  you  see  stars. 

*  *  -3? 

"Red"    Lawrence — The  Overland   Pacific  leaves  the  pier,   doesn't  it? 

Gateman — It  has  done  so  for  a  number  of  years,  and  I  don't  suppose  it  will  take 

it  along  to-day. 

*  *  * 

Helen  Mathis — They  sure  did  use  some  funny  instruments  in  early  engineering. 

Helen  Best— Yeh? 

Helen  Mathis — Here  it  says  that   the   foreman  surveyed  the  ground  with  a   grunt 

of  dissatisfaction. 

■3?  -3^  ^v- 

Lehrke  is  well  read;  Lawrence  is  also  red;  Cerkel,  is,  well,  red. 

*  *  * 
Nobody  Home 

When  you've  rats  in  your  belfry,  that  knock. 
When  your  "comprenez-vous"  rope  is  cut, 
When  there's  nobody  home. 
In  the  top  of  your  dome. 
Then  your  head's  not  a  dome — it's  a  nut. 
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"Skinney"   Alter  will  sing  the   little  song  entitled,    "Nature  Gave   Us   Our   Faces 

But  She  Let  Us  Pick  Our  Teeth." 

*  *  * 

Kent  Dyson — My  brother  is  exactly  the  opposite  of  me.      I  don't  suppose  you've 
met  him,  have  you? 

Mildred  Dow — I  should  like  to,  very  much. 

*  *  * 

"Why,  Jimmie!"  exclaimed  the  mother  of  the  precocious  little  "Jim"  Imhof,  "aren't 
you  ashamed  to  call  your  auntie  stupid?     Go  to  her  at  once  and  tell  her  you're  sorry." 

Jimmie  told  her:    "Auntie,  I'm  awfully  sorry  you  are  so  stupid." 

£  #  * 

Van  Harley — Say,  what's  the  matter  with  Miss  Burns'  eyes? 

Sap  Aghem — I  don't  know — why? 

Harley — Well.   I  went  into  the  office  to  see  her  the  other  day  and  she  asked  me 
twice  where  my  hat  was,  and  it  was  on  my  head  all  the  time. 

*  *  * 

Fred  Anderson — What  do  you  think  of  the  Turkish  atrocities? 
"Red"  Cerkel — I  don't  know;  I  never  smoked  them. 

A    *    A 

Claudine  Buchholz — Let's  eat. 

Louise  Valci — Where'll  we  go? 

Claud  Buck — Let's  eat  up  the  street. 

Louie  Valci — No,  thanks,  I  don't  care  for  asphalt. 

*  *  * 

Phrenologist — Your  son  has  a  pronounced  mathematical  bump. 

H2S04  Robertson — That's  where  my  papa  hit  me  for  being  at  the  bottom  of  the 

algebra  class. 

*  *  * 

As  an  artist  Glen  Taylor  would  make  a  fine  bureau  drawer. 


THE  END 
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